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TRANSLATOR'S PREFACE. | 


- 
—— 


Tur E flattering Reception which the Natural 
Son, under the altered Title 'of LOVERS“ 
VOWS, has experienced from an Engliſh Au- 
dience, in an abridged and mutilated State, af- 
fords reaſon to believe that a complete Tranſla- 
'.. tion of fo admirable a Drama will entitle itſelf to 
2 ſtill higher degree of Public Approbation. 


Al 
# The Natural Son, ſince its firſt appearance A. . ©; 0 
Germany, has uniformly: ranked amongſt the \I 


> moſt favourite productions of the pen of its ib 

- _tuſtrious Author; its celebrity had e 

the notice of the Franſlator, and a: peruſal 

of it ſatisfied her, that it was one of theſe . 

- brilliant Dramatic Meteors, whole luſtre ought. 

FFF gout ip Guenn= 66 WHY 
liſh horizon. 
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Her een yy 
Landon Ob" and with this view ſhe actually 
| | „ 5 proceeded. . 
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proceeded in the Tranſlation; when, however, 
ſhe had made conſiderable progreſs, the tearnt 
that her deſign had been already anticipated; 
and that a''Tranflation by 'a foreign Gentle 
man had been placed in the hands ' of - Mrs. 
Inchbald, by the Manager of Covent Garden 
Theatre, ſor the purpoſe of being adapted to 
repreſentation—Butisfied; therefore, that the 


Work was in much more W ihe 


totally relinquiſhed her defign.” 12 


51 its Fly 79 ons 28 nN 17 


On che firſt night. of the trends; og. 


Lavzs's Vows, ſhe; attended the — 
and felt much ſurpriſed at the extedt of the 


Alterations and; Omiſſions which had been 
made. She | readily admitted that theſe Al- 
terations might have been neceffary to actoin-" 
modste the Play to the taſte of an Enn 
Audience. Still, however, as ſhe was ſatis. 2 
fi that che Piece had been diveſted of many 
of ite principal Beauries, and that it did not 


_ ihe Mind, the Principles, and the 


Genius of Kotxebiie—ſhe felt herſelf irrefiſti- 
bly prompted to” preſent Her! favourite Author | 
wo dhe "Public; in the Putin be Bel cee 


en N e ee 
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for himſelf; anxſouns that, as a. Dramatic 
Writer he ſhould be brought to 2 fair trial 
at the bar of criticiſm. She wiſhed him 
to err \exhibited in his own” bative- 2 
as he emphatically; expreſſes bimſelf, 
i Preface, - in the borrowed Plumage — 
others.“ It has, therefore, been her deſire, 
that the Public might be enabled to feel the 
Merits of the Author, and appreciate — 
Ive of the Alterations.> 1») [+ paſo e. 


n will at once be candid and uſeful to 
enumerate the chief points of Variation be- 
tween the Play, 26 ee, and in its 
deinen NN * * 1 1 208 


The a efſentia Jie "oat the. 
important comic character of the Count von 
der Mulde, or Caſſel, which ſcarcely poſ- 
ſeſſes a, angle feature of the original. As 
it ſtands here, the Reader will obſerve that & 
it is an _ exquiſitely finiſhed and highly- 
wrought. portrait. of a. German Coxcomb. ; 
"Whether this character might have been 
reliſhed by an Engliſh Audience the Tranf- | 
lator will not, pretend to decide ; ; her own . ; 
5 ol | judgment 


„ 


* 
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judgment, however, leads, her to: think. 2 
it would have had much more effect in ita 
original, than in ifs altered ſtate. | Diveſted. 
of all its marked features as a German Cox-.. 
comb, particularly of che French phraſes raſes ſo 
appropriate. to that character, yet not wholly: 
transformed into an Engliſh Petit Maitre, 
we ſcarcely underſtand among what deſcrip- 
tion of, perſons; he is intended to be claſſed.· 
The. Baron indeed calls him a completa 
* but the ſwart zepartees put into his 
„ ſeem wholly inodnſiſtent with the 
- . beſpoken by that appeliationl. 
This very: appellation, however, is à deviax- 
tion from the original, where he is called a 
Coxcomb ;, but perhaps this aroſe ſtom "pts 
miſtake , of the Tranſlator's,, between —_— 
6 Coxcomb) and Afen,.(an Ape), More- + 
over, from being one of the moſt prominent 
perſonages i in the Play, ond deſigned- ag a force 
ble contraſt to the plain and, grave, but elevated 
character of F rederick, he is now degraded into 
2 ſubordinate ſtate, which leaves the" perform- 7 
ance without a-due-ſhare of comio jutereſt; and 
the happy effect of the contraſt is oft. TIF 
The laſt ſcene between bim and the Baron, 


is 


* 


4.4 4 
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: is” made o nn eee 9 
0 "ale Frederick diſcovers Rimfelf to the 
Batbn as His ſod' and can enſequently has a ten- 

debe) 10 weaken the effett of the latter "Icons; ; 
which ouüglit to have been preſerved a * be 


molt ipreck ze of the "whole Play. = . 


hol! ei po v6 ee 8 „ 10G Wy 
The. Amelia. in-/Loven's et l fiir 
from being the axileſs innocents child of Na- 
ture, dra] dy Kotzebue, uppeurs- a forward 
country ahoyden, who *d&vidtes id thany inn 
ſtances from the eſtabHHed- Guget of focicty 
and the \Yecordnns erer r; in & Mmantiey'*" 
wholly unwarranted by the” original. Tie 
moſt amiabie traits in her character ae HO * 
torted and diſguiſed,” by 2 pertneſs which 
greatly detracta from, the eſteem Which her 
benevolent condu@t would inſpire; Perhaps 
the Hatter may be better ſuited do waſhes " 
ſentation; befere an EngtHh Audience, but in 
the eloſet, the Amelia of Kotzebue muſt 2 


cite en n Wanne 1 &s 


* 
> >2 ID 


To: the ede in the N o the © 
Butler, the Tranſlator can give her unqua- 


„ ages * as decidedly 
nag ER bat ip ant 873 a gainer 
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* „ nen which, Mr leber 
Hes equipped him, as the Count and Amelia 
i This improvemenz, in, ſame de- 

gree, atones for the loſs of humguram , effet 
in the character of the Count; the doggrel 
verſes b moſt happity* trained, and the 
| Traaſlator is ſenſible that thofe given from 
the original” Play, m, tr comparffön, appear 

FF 

or EY dees em uo iq Gantt d Vin 

5 Some intereſtiag ſeewes; and exquiſite, uches 

ef nature 37e mittel! his the Tragſlator has 

->veaſon/ to ſuſpect aroſe ſtam the imperfection 

o ene Demmer pot into 3 

bands. A at 


In the FI Scene of the Eſt AQ, the bene 
volence of the Country Girl is not ſufficiently | 
_ Uiſplayed, through the omiſſion of the paſſage 
in which the gives ſome milk to. the, fins. 

Wilhelmina. 


\ A, . 


The, ixth” end fern” Scents ef the Pin 
AR, and the fifth Scene of the fourth b AQ, are 
wholly ſuppreſſed. | 150 

The fourth Scene in the. fourth A8 opens 

. eee e conſequence of the freedom 

g 8 | with 


- dares "PRBPACE, + 1 


wk which the'pruniag-knife has been wielded - / 
by loppirig of W#firſt-half. The reſt of the 
omiſſions conſiſt of occaſional — in her 
e at F 


| The Tranflatiog;here given is fron the genu- 
ine Leipſiek Edition, publiſhed by the Author in 
1791. Of the very great reputation which this 
Play has acquired upon the continent, ſome idea 
may be formed from the circumſtance, that, prior 
to the appearance. of that publication, bo _ leſs 
than twelve ſpurious and imperſect Editions had 
deen publiſhed af n ae 
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FazpzrICK Bozrron, a ey, oP 
"young Soldier, perfor mod\un- ien e 
Aer bie Name f TxzDe- OO © 
en FRIBOURG, ' = = Mr: Porx. | 6d” 
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Name of HugzRnr, Mr. "VERS 3 
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A FARMER, - ne” SOIT IG 
ALanoures.. 8 3 
A Young Couxrar Guns, 
A EW, ; (157 0 A | 
A Huntsman. "awed W < 
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«HOLE words A 


N. 


eountry 
dren, th 
corner bo 


N A. 
Land. I do not th 


2 * 20 


2 ics) * 27 Fg GH 

is the fair to — The 9 
paſs by with their wives aucb chil- 
rh ad in, and 1 ſhall, want every 


been e ek yoni on 


you abr? * 
Wilksl: Your vikindneſs brea N | 
Er br RED mig 1 Ni 
ave ipent my ony „n 
Land You have and 3 * cM 
vou can ſtay he re no longer. + ped 


ES. work. 4 e 1 
'Land ou can carcely — 
R My Rec ill return. 1 


return hither. . 
> | Wilkel. 


d 


4 


4 . 


= THE NATURAL sox,; 
vue. ot what will become of me in the mean 
time? r oily A 4 
Land. It is fine: weather--yog.ma be any where, 
Witkel. Who will clothe me ſhould this my only 
wretched garment be;wet through with demand 
rain ? 450 OH. 0 „Amn 470 1049 s 315 
Land. He who clothes the lilies of the field. 
Miel. ee Areas mörſel of on to 
Moi my hunger? 7 5 
Land. He who feeds the olg ct. Fa 
. * het: Hatd-heaned' man ! thou / knoweſt 
Live faſled! ever fince-yeſterday morning. 
Land. The fick can eat * we e * 
l kenn l fully» a h f 
Wilkel. I will fait an onoura or 
every thing.) S&T. . - „Vo ö bly pay 
"Land, By what means elch times are hard. * 
igel. My fate is alfo hard. i, 
Land. I'd vou 'what—jere lies the highway ; 
the road is full of p —deg a . _—_—_— 
of ſome pinie Feat L ii ; | 
ne Beg INI mitl-rather el 
Land. That's the great lady 1 
an honeſt woman has begged for all that. Only 


try, cuſtom makes every thing 6800. e 
* (W1LRELMING: fits deu o a one under a tres.) 
Laad. And 1 e teach 1 


Dee a 


NE II. Bae l 2275 2 | 


4 Lain 60 the Peaſant). Gr da * 

- Lab, Good daf! * Ti 

Land. Nei 5 Nicolas, won't Jou . 10 
beisst a f. matter upon a poor, woman../ (The 
Labourerpaſes off.) "That won't do. The poor 
devil muſt work himſelf ſor his 4 
hery comes our fat Farmer, who every Sunday 
pute dome moniey into the boor's box; 4 
F * : "56 EXE 
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SCENE III. Euer a jolly I#king Faxes; who 
YA 4146-40 Sele s e, TH) IP 
tag var Mt ai vg ble Liinign VT. mn 
Land. Good day, Mr. Farmen Fine weatberd. 
— Yonder fits a poor ſick woman, who begs alma 
of vou. 36 Gel 34) 2501 19043 ode N Felon 
: Farmer, 15-(he not aſnamud : ofo henſelſ She i is 
Rill young; ſhe can Work. 8 n ee 
Land.” 1e hes Had the fevers +} ail wSH ing, 
Hamer. Aye, one mag work:afhe's flugese tube 
bosept De mayitoil.hafd+—mapcy>ic ſafe enough 
nous „ iin 663; 20 51 T Any 
Land. Only beſtow a ſmall matter on hee! 
hangrys long bot alliodiig tiiw MN 
Farmer, (as he paſſes on) The harveſt has/ been 
bor bad, and the —— The 
of my catile. ole ef tet 1 1 Res 
Land. There a miſer-fogiyowabatdots nefhing 
dur brood over his old dn But tafking of 
brooding, it comes into my head that my aldi hon 
| batches Today I mult make; Hmaſte an . dc 
tr ee the aye . 1% 267 2164 Kn 
1 18 egen edo Fronod nt 
SCENE IV. WIr LAN alenei— Her Teldther 
wretched, her etumenance bearing marks of | Sithneſs 


en Sorrows. ai xctaining races of, Beauty, 


Wilkelmina. O God !-thou knoweſt' that it Was | 
never thus. with me while I had w herewithal- to 

ive !——Deaxeſt: God.;..thop, who haſt hitherto 5 

eltered me from deſpair, accept my thanks. Oh ' 

that I could but work again! but this fever has 
ſo ſnaken me did my Frederick know that his 
wother hangered Ab, lises he fill, or does a 
weight of earth now cover him Ah, non müde 
God forbid! Rex iſt only to ſee him once more. 
Thou author of piers DE in not turſe — ; 
heaven ſuffer thee to pr it / oa nggrant proſ- 

perity to the ase ocence! !»——S houjd 
okggce W W ddt thou amid 
* 


= 
# 
* 


— 


— 8 


TRY 


. e Lexpuot lug be games wank 


r TDA so 
beneath this forrow-ftricken form, 


-cognize-*thy fbrme e blooming Wilhdlmi 4 — 
what muſt be thy Ak, I hunger; bad 1 


dut a morſel af bread, dut patiedce ; bere omthe 


10 


theſe ra 


„ . 
1108 ws. Ft 


sera V. A Deng Girl mk enn 
4, r and milk to 2 2 paſſur-brifoly in, but 
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— God preſerve-you, | by ee 
"i ee A5. deareſt chiſd, 
| faſt thou not a morſe] of bread to give to a po 
woman? 
Cu \Giel. 1: (i deer of comp = J Bread! 
_ indeed}. I have hot any. Are you unßzry then ? 
Wilkel. Alas, I am. oO 
- Ah, eee 1 hin no 
| ten the very. laſt. morſe} of 
þ Wan ut T 87 00 haſten a the town, fel 
my milk and eggs, and when I return 7 * will give 
Ma Dreyer*. Fut, Fake I. Ip n Au, N 
1- un — 1 on a 
Mile of my mik? * 5 
Hillel. O, yes! and $450 you Kindly, bender: | 
Mearted girl. 1 ny N 
"Country Girl. way, drink þ, Arivk !/ (Ge-helds the 
l wp to her, with much Lindne/s Mon't you have 
any more drink agatn ut. Jan. n Jon are near- 
My welcome. 
"Wilkel. Heaven reward, you. !—you have quite 
be s.. 
Country Ul. Tai heartily: glad of it; Give, her - 
4 75 a0 good d ay, mother? Go proteck 
* 1 ing. 
ELD [hooking after zer) Such once . 
ker, brit and joyous” and a — N 01 


„ enen. Bi . * zen 
911. ” PE ICS. 
$0.5: Aamcd e e er k Y 


e | * 1 


on, ob %* 
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SCENE vi. "Enter. 22 with his: "Gar 
ec gan ä 


| d * Num Ter Wo 
eee, One 17 10 you kenelt wart? ©” 

" Huntſmin. (a "he pt! 1 8 oY m 
be croſed on m way an old r ee m 
ſetting ont 85 I have. ad lukk to 
| devil etch u, you'dtd-whteh; K Fri day 2 it. 
. alte! fellow varniſhes'gver'the hardneſs 

of dis heart by his ſuperſtition. gut here 1 


anotber—a Jew=Ah," . I ee begs | 
would I aſk relief, for Chyi riſtlaths t proſe 7 
om s ji 309 tr 
"apr. 
SCENE VII. Euer a Jew; wid is öde ro p 
© "but ſeeing WIIuzkulx a, flopy un- Hagen 
" Withelnina.. God ble you! r 
Few. A thouſand Wefers poor e de. 


humanfty : & ee | 
countenance. 6 tr 21... 8h 


255 17 h x 

| 356 e a 

. celin ity i Ai 2 rh ay 
Ie eg , oy te, a? i 


21 
take this, tis all I can hes UN a 
| myſelf. * 25 ,- 
Wilkel. (much aff+ed calls after hin)<A thou: | 
| Hind) thanks! à thouſand thanks | !— Was IT wro —Y 
Did my 'expeRation deceive ' me ate creed. 


ns Influence pen the heart. 


g 


* 2 4 
SCENE VIII. Faisal enters 20114 % 1 85 
en at his Back, walks briſkly on, humin + tune 
4 as he n Aerves the Sign of +: Public 
WY . 5 * 18 
— Humph! to drink ande very hot 
| 10-day ut let me firſt examine my pur ſe.—( le 
ces , money, which he contemplates as he 
2 * in his hand). r be ſure there will be 
enough to pay for a breakfaſt and a dinner, and by 
e God, 1 hope to be at home, Come 


B 3 | then, - 


— as $alivrey thiefy—<#f6lla, tan as 


| 2 ier lau apon his Braut) Recover A rr how 


— 


v», ann nud ww ir uur remained in bis pothet)) 


Wilkelmina) Jnp what have we here? 4 poor ſiek 


woman ,conſuming /away—ſhe Joes not 
but 75 tuation 4155 affillante!. aged i 


| Were ts give till we ate entteated —fyel 


-e muſt forego the drinkin X elſe. fliall we” 
4 nothing left 707 dinner; be it ſq!— To per- It 
form a good * ion fatishes both bivnger and t hirſt. 


* Ae T . Ber with A view i git her the 


2 7 7 wit 7 was hollling between iis fingers he 


bk; &r Th F thei 
e ee e e 


e bers, gazes at her hath ee * 
money A, 7 flick, . encumtber: 
tim, and 7 fall to her arms) Mother!!! (bath remain 
Sell fore" line. NN ebrick 1 Teegbers, Me 
and . eavens! to find %,ñ,!: 
| this Ke Wotzer ena i the matter. 
— 
Wilkel. (ir Lcanne f ear ſon ! 
— Freder 40 n , hr 
| Fred: ee youtſelf, dear, e (he 


* 


tremble you are fainti *. 
 'Pithel. I am Yo ett 115 gid 
whole of ' yeſterday I had ores, to ear? 
Fred. (farting up, wildly, and covering birt i 
with both joy Ah, my Gat Rs ro lis knap- 
fack, tears it open, and taker nt @ piece of bread) here is 
Brend! (rolle 3s roprrber the money wich he had thrown 
there 
my litide ſtore vf money, ant] 2 coat, erer. ; 


8 I'll felt them all. Ah 
n . 


hid; vows: - 


Land: A bottle of mL". Wont Shad | 
8 Yes, ves, TN e ö 
nd, A1 om? ode 8 
Fred. 2 Ja. (male MIA RI | 
Land. Fell, we 14 but, . eee cap! you, ; 


PAY 7 fort 21. TY! Trent, 941 0 
Ned. Here is money {—but. 
break ever e Fe 

Land. . e C e the 


c ed vs 
160 1 (a — ce e 
meat and. wine ſer ved up to e 
at the inn, while my mother hungeted l- Om 
God! how is all my ee 7 tered] 
Hillel. Be. eich dear deat Frederick ſee 


thee -again— I am, now heen\very. 8 
e eg = 1 ak TH $* 
| Fred. at | wis not h N01 "Well, 
never w eaye you mar rg. See, am F 
all, and ftrong, I will work for your: Opp. Ee. 
Tur Lasp les b d, 7 DR 
Land. There is wine of precious growthy, a 
gg es tub 'tis-onty r ue wine tobe F 
ure, but it is ſour enoug een d I 
Rkeviſhi "4 ral N= 0) v8, 1 Fo oF e 
= * Bring iq hither LW hat abe. the 3 25 * 
Lana. Land Tra! * wh w he? n 8 3 


of heaven traſh! good. friend, my wine g 
15 1 have Cn a F Ks 


a 


8 
= 
* * 
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the money firſt 8 
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Be, for a few months for "a'particulit reaſon; 
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20 A, 111 NATURAL 1808; 


- Land. (counting r over the monty) fr is n 
Mert, but 2505 1 ought to be compattiouate. 
0 revive, 3 Avi 97 cad, one may der- 


Took tock.; wht 6 e lie 
ee 1 eee he EN 


Yer e engrave 
. Wil 41 thagk HA kindly, Ln Ft Rick, 
wins is reviving, and. wine Tom the lands UN aſon, 


N we extauſt 4 Bekl, by daling, we 


Nerz he Hott Foyrighr 19 Lat 


115 me.t N has it be vo 
23 85 10 ie together; eng li 
god and jum ed toget er; © 
twas lenty by 8. gent 1 80 00 al 0 y 
255 1 Fn. a dess time fince you have written 
75 deareſt mother, tis a hard "matter for 
1 to afford the money for poſtage, 
he the diſtance—it takes ha fa year 
1 755 one muſt live. And t en 
11 ithin myſelf, my mother is 
| . ag, 4001 am ſtrong” and healthy, 
725 wel wait à few weeks longer; and ſo 1 
= 135 it from one week to another, —Bur 1 tro] 
N forgive me, deareſt mother. | 
Pilhel. *We eafily” forgive ne lect e the 
it occaſions is nd onger felt. Have you 


n btained our diſcharge ? 
Ficd No, Ae e leave bf ab- 


t hop want me—T will continue with you. 

L There is'no"occafion, dear Frederick, 
12 Kat will reftare my health; and renew 

r, then Galt 1 be able aga in. to work, and 


ou mM ee our regiment; 1 would" not 
13 hindrance ts your fortune.” But it ſęems you | 


ined aſe of abſence for a partirulay 
** bot'fa By ſo me; —may I "Know Der 


Ait * 85 N Chats LITE 5 Fred 


4 
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Fe Or yes, dear mother lifter, and T'with 
relate it. When 1 left vou five years ago, you 
| equipped: me excelleaily with clothes, and linen, 
and money, but one, trifle you forgot. —the cer 
ti fica te 97 I was at that time a gidqy, 
thoughtleſs fad of fifteen, aud this neve f occurred 
to me, bot it bag fince occaſtoned me much v. 
tion.” Many times have I been heartily Wear) of 
N 1 ** N 8 | 
aining, my diſcharge, that! might. a myſelf 
to lat. ſome reputable thade, bat bes er 1 
entioned this ſubject to any tradeſman, ſaying; 
Ten Sir, I wiſh to bind elf to ent 
your trade, the 5ſt N always wis, 
« where's. the certificate f your birth?" Thar 
ſettled the point av once, T was vexed ant conti- 
nued a ſoldier, for in that profeſſion they only aſk, 
whether all is: Fight about the heart; the certifi-- 
cate of hirth is of no more account than the di- 
ploma of nobility, But fill this brought me. into 
many unpleaſant. ſcrapes My comrades found: 
this out, and if any of them wiſhed to teize me, 
or were 3 they would ſneer at me, and 
make ill. natuted ſpeeches, and endeavour to irri« 
die me, I'wice | was even compelled to fight, 
and was put under arreſt, My captain frequently 
admaniſhed-me—and at laſt about five weeks ago, 
| when. another of theſe quartels hIppened, be 
called me to him in hi own room—(Ob mother, 
my captain is à fine charming man) Boett- 
cher,” ſaid he, “I am forr) to. learn, that you are 
continually getting into quarrels and incurring pu- 
niſhment, for in e I am extreme], ſa- 
tis fied with your ſervice, ani have a good opinion 
of you. The ſerjeant has informed me of the 
cauſe, 1'1] tell iou what —write home and defire 
that your certificate ma be ſent; or if yor are 
| inclined to go and fetch it yourſelf. I will give you 
leave of ablence for a few months,—the time of 
exerciſing” is over — Oh, mother, your form 


Rovered before my eyes, as he ſpoke ſo kindly. I 


- 


2 TI Mr son; 
kiſſed i his hand, and \Rtainmered-out -my-thattks, 
Hep teſen ted me with dollar. Go, my lad,” 
ſaid he, may your journey be proſperous; aud 
remember to return avithe- p rime - Now, 
mot ber you ſed d am here, aud thisis the Whole 
of the ſtory- ft T 24} att 17 8 nns RAYS 
Milde d had lifrurd 16 Als narral ve Dith'tm- 
N And ybu are come hither, dear Frei 
;ekpito fetch the-ceprificare of jour birch? 
Heal. Ves. Io inunbu 4 J t Ni online 
tel. Oh heavens ! E 18 206699 ee 
e, What is the matter? (DH-hin dug 
nt dert) for God's ſake, what is the matter? 
Nillel. Alas, there is no ſuch certifieate! 
| feet Hoe? 213441 Ya gummi 1 5 70 
le Thou art— IN rUn RI Sona 
Fred. Indeed and who then is my father? 
laude. Ab! the wildneſs of your looks tor 
tutes met? ne 1 39791 a 9 3 441 2 14 7 
Bedi (recovering himſelf, and ſpru ling nildly aas 
affectionately. Be not alarmed, deareſt mother !— 
ſtill. I am your ſon— tell me only who is my father? 
Millel. When you left me five years ago, you 
were too youngto be entruſted with ſuch a ſecret; 
Now your maturer years demand my Confideger, 
You are grown to man's eſtate, and are morgover 
worthy the name of man. My fair maternal 
opes have not deceived me. Ah, I have heard 
full often, how confolatory, how reviving it is (o 
the ſpirits of the afflicted o meet with one to 
whom their wrongs may beimparted. The tears 
which:your ſuffe rings. de, from the eyes of ano- 
ther, aſſuage the anguiſh of gur 6wn. Thanks, 
thanks be to God, ihe hours arrived, in which 
I can enjoy this conſolation: my ſon is my confi- 
dant, be he alſo my judge; for a ſtrict judge I muſt 
. * not be ſevere on me 
Feed. Speak, deareſt mother! ſay open yout 
whole heart.” anne Vo 9 51 Py Ys 
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gebe ben. ſan, 1 will tell yenall; and yet 
| thame 2) almpſt chains my tongues do not then look 
hs Fs gapi{i6 44. 36; anne ohe2nyy JE 5, 29% alk. 
Kgam loot well the heart af my mothers 
be thought that would condemn her 
. a wealne of a crime ſhe is incapable. 
Millal. Ven village the ſpire. -of» whoſe-church 
| you ſee at a diſtance, is the place af my birth: In 
that church was IL baptized; and there alſo was 1 
inſtructed in the firſt rudiments of our faith. My 
arents were pidus and good cottagers; 3 but © 
e When l was fourtcen years old I chanced 
one day to be ſeen by the lady of the caſtle; I 
leaſed: her, ſhe took me to her manſion, and de- 
1 hted in forming my ruſtic mind. She put good 
books: into my bands: 1 was inſtructed in French 
and mulig; my ideas. and capacities. developed 
themſelves, but ſo alſo did my vanity Les, under 
the A of reſerve, I became a vain bly 
girl. IL. bad. juſt attained my ſeventeent. year, 
when the , ſon of my benefactreſs, Who was in the 
Saxon. ſeryices,. obtained, leave of abſence, | and 
came to ift us; it was the firſt time of my 
ſeeing him; be was à .handſome;, and ſedative 
pu i»—he talked to me of love, of marriage 
ps the firſt man who had paid homage to 
my cbharms: Ab, Frederick, do not look ar me, 
' I cannot go on. 
Fred. (caſts. dun bine, and Ele, ber hand 
his heart-—both pauſe.) | | 
Hillel. 1, 100 Credulous creature, was be 
of. my innocence! be ſgigped the moli ardent laye 
Bhs (et me marriage after, the death of his 
n e faith and conſtangys. 
and I forgot my pious parents, the precepts 
"of © our worthy paſtor, the kindneſs, of my Fr 
mother Ah Frederick,. Frederick, often 2 1 
3 15 gt wy the tower of yonder church, ſo 
oes t 


GE” I 


re of our good ood. old paſtor with 
fore 


his Heer hairs m_ to ſtand my eyes, as he. 
od, when for * ürſt time I went to ee 
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Aon. How did my young heart then futter—how | 
Kull was TI'of ren and devared devotion—Oh, 
- _ at that time, certain. of: triumph, I had courage 
(frankly to acknowledge every failing. How, oh 
Heavens! how could it be pofiivle, that à wild. 
unthinking youth, ſhvuld, by 4 few idle words 
und glances, efface that deep, tae wer ok 


yet {9 it was- became pregnant. We were both 
awakened from our ſweet intoxication, and ſhud- 
ered at the fearful profped of the future. 1 fad 
put every thing to the hazard —he only had to 
Fear tlie anger of his mother, à good, but inexo- 
*rably ſtrict wom in. How'tenderly did he conjure 
me, how atf-=&ingly did he entreat of me, not to 
'betray him !-—How: ſeducingly, how ardently did 
he promiſe hereafter to make me amends for all 
And fo dearly did 1 love him, that I gave him my 
word, io conceal the name of my ſeducer,—to' 
; 'Þury his image in my heart, and patiently to en- 
dure, for his fake, Whatever ſorrow might be in 
"xg for me. Alas, tis much indeed that I have 
ſuffered !—He departed,'fatisfied—meanwbile- the 
time of my delrvery approached I eguld no lon- 
ger conceal my ſituation Ab, I was'feverely dealt 
with for peffiftiyg in my refafal to name the' fa- 
ther of my child. — I was driven indignantiy from 
the houſe, and when came to the door of my 
afflited parents, there 90 was I denied admit- 
dae My father vpbraided me bitterty, and even 
was about, to curſe me, when*m\' mother tore 
bim waitily away. Shefoon returned - threw me 
*A<rooked dollar, which the wore aboar hen neck, 
; Aud wept; ſince that time I never have ſeen them. 
pot the dollar 1 have till e geld, 777 l have fuf- 
_  -_Frcd hunger rather than part Wich this! („e gazes 
if ow it ſome time. kiſſes u, and ve ves it to its place.) 
Witten a houſe in which te hide my bead, with- 
dut money, without friends, 1 ere a whole 
might in the open Helds. Once Thad arrived at 
_ the river fide, there Where ſtands” the mill, aud 
forely was L tempted to throw myfelf in under he 
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mill-Whael, thus a once jo em miſe 
e the; 18 Work Fler pike 
ſented inſclt he forme wh w ae Pe his gentle, wer tf 
mein—1 ute 
ſee whether he were not behind me. The th6ught 
of him, and of his p recepts, awakened my con- 
Na e—imorning cee on . T refolves 10 £9 to his 
He received che eee, y, uttered not 
| 12280 reproach-— What ie done, * be. aid. 1s 
done! Heaven pardons the ſtent-reform then, 
my daughter, and all may vt de well.” Here iu 
this village, however, thou'muſt not remain; that 


will be to thee'a contibhued mortification; 9 aid _ | 


ſcandal to my pariſhioners=—but”—and*her&he 


put a piece of gold into my hand,” together with 


a letter which he had written in my behalf, 2 ½ g6 
to the town, my daughter, ſeek out an old and rel 
pectable widow, to whom this letter is directed, 
with her thou wilt be ſafe, and ſhe will befidts 
give ther iuſtruction in hat manner to abtain 


an honeſt livelihood,” With theſe — he laid 
his hand upon wy fotebead, and: me his 
bleſſing, promited alfo to endeavou ty How my 


and looked around 'The 'th 


\ 


father Ah, I ſeemed now to e Wouk life - 


On my way to the town I reconciled myſelf with | 
my Creator, and ſolemnly wwed never again to 
deviate from the path of virtue—=that vow I have 


ſtrctly kept, ſo far may you ſtill reſpect me, my 


Frederick ( Frederick preſſes her filently in his arms, 


After a pauſe ſhe ty our Cary was the cauſe 


of much forrow, and much joy Twice did Ire 


to your father, but God only knows whether he 


received the letters, no anſwer have 1 "vue 4 


tained. $457 

Died. Capi No anfwer? e [we 
_. Wikkel. Be calm N this be ealurla- Ire in 
time of war, his regiment was then in the ſervice, 
all was buſtle. I confuſion throughout the 


whole tonntry,—the troops of three different 
powers putſued each other alternately; how eafily 


* a letters de 0 No, 5 ee 


9 


* A " 
FA K ea r 
- x. &- * ls LIE +». 


o 
— 


# 
* 


a W , 
Aon. How did my young heart then“ 


Kull was of virtue and devared devotion— 0h, 
at that time, certain of triumph, I had courage 
Frankl to acknowledge every failing. How, oh 
Heavens! how could it be pofflble, that à wild. 
unthinking youth, ſhould, by 4 few idle words 
und glances, efface that deep, eee 


yet ſo it was became pregnant. We were both 
awakened from our ſweet intoxication, and ſhud- 
dered at the fearful profped of the future. 1 fad 
put every thing to the hazard—he only had to 
eat the anger of his mother, a. od, but inexo- 
rably ſtrict wm in. How tenderſy did he conjure 
me, how atf=&ingly did he entreat of me, nor to 
: 'betray him !-—How. ſeducingly, how ardently did 
be promiſe hereafter to make me amends for all 
and fo dearly did 1 love him, that I gave him my 
word, to conceal. the name of my ſeducer,— to 
pury his image in my heart, and patiently to en- 
dure, for his fake, Whatever ſorrow might be in 
ſtore for me.— Alas, tis much indeed that I have 
ſuffered '—He departed," ſatisfied ——meanwhile” the 
time of my delivery approached—I eguld no lon- 
ger conceal my'fituation—Aty; I was ſeverely dealt 
with for peffiftiyg in 'my refafal to name the fa- 
"ther of my child, — I was driven indignantiy*from 
the | hotiſe, and when came to the door of my 
afflited parents, there 100. was I denied admit- 
date My father »pbraided me bitterly, and even 
was about, to curſe me, hen m mother tote 
"tim vaſtly away. 'Shefoon returned threw me 
*'<rooked dollar, which the wore about ber neck, 
And wept ; ſince that time I never have ſeen them. 
Hot the dollar I have (till e ene, have fuf- 
_ ered hunger rather than part wird this? (fe gaxzes 
ow it ſome time. kiſſes u, ane ves it to its place.) 
Without a houſe1n which ta hide my bead, with- 
"out money, without friends, 1 wandered a whole 
"gight in the open fields Once I had arrived at 
the river fide, there where ſtands the mill, aud 
fotely was I tempted to throw myfelf in under the 
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aids; wheel thus a once to end my miſe ut 
e the 105 ee tiy P or ple. 
ſented inſclt. be a wh h his gentſe, venerable 

mein —1 ſtarted ba &, and looked arora? me to 
ſee whether he * not behind me. The thought 


of him, and of his precepts, awaktned my conf. 


N e- morning came on 1 refolved to go to his 
He received me afeRionately; uitered not 

NE he reproach— 4 What is done,“ he faid, is 
ooh? Heaven pardons the penitent—refgrin-then, 
my daughter, and all may ye de well. Here in 
this village, owever, thou'miſt not remain; that 


will be to thee a contibued mortification ere 


ſcandal to my patiſhionęrs— but“ —and het he 


put a piece of gold into my haad, together with 


atetter which he had written in my behalf, 4 80 
to the town, my daughter, ſeek out an old and reſ- 
pectable widow, to whom this letter is directed, 
with her thou wilt be ſafe; and ſhe will befidts 
give ther inſtruftion in what manner to abtain 


an honeit livelihood, With theſe words he = | 


his hand upon my fotchead,” and 


bleſſing, promiſed alſo to endeavour to ts Of ten — 2 
father. Ah, I ſeemed now to receive new ſiſe !- 
On my way to the town I reconciled myſelf With | 
my Creator, and ſolemnly wowed never again to 
deviate from the path of virtue—that vow I have 
ſtrctly kept, ſo far may you tilt reſpect me, my 
Frederick ( Frederick preſſes her filently in Ms arm, 
after a pauſe ie proceeds) Your birth was the cauſe 
of much ſorrow, and much joy—Twice did I write * 


to your. father, but God only knows whether he 


| received the letters, no anſwer PEE r _ NO 


tained. | 
Field. (Haftity 0 No anſwer! if 54. 
_ Wikkel. Be calm] my fon, be elarla- Ars 7a 


time of war, his regiment was then in the ſervice, 
all was buſtle: and confuſion throughout the 
whole tountyy,—the troops of three different 
powers purſued each other alternately; how eafily _ 
| they: 2 letters be loſt; No, he certainly never 
3 © | received 


1 


i 


2 
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- received mine, for he was no villain. . Since then 
indeed, I baye never. troubled him; it might be 
_ -pride, or call it what you pleaſe, but I thought 
_ that if be had not forgotten me, he would cer- 
tajnly ſeek information concerning me, —learn 
from our paſtor whither I was retired, and come 
"to Tee me, but alas, he came not, and ſome years 
after I even heard e fel dee that he was 
married. Thus was I compelled 19, bid farewell 
% my. Jaſt ray, of hope; in ſilence and, ſolitude I 
ſjphahiied an jndigent cottage, where I gained a 
hvelihood by the work af my hands, and by. in- 
ſtrvQing abe neighbouring children in what I had 
learnear the, caſtle. You, my gere Frederick, 
were my only joy; and on your education be- 
78 that L could ſpare from the neceſſaries 
of food and n My diligence was pad a 
repaid; you were a good boy; only. your wildneſs, 
Sa . 70 thi] fine, your. love for a ſoldier's life, 
5 deſire to ramble about the world, occaſioned 
me manꝝ a heartache: at Jait I thought it muſt be 
as God pleaſes! Is it the boy's deſtinatiag? I will. 
not hinder him, though my heart ſhould break at 
the ſeparation. Five years ago therefore, I ſuf- 
' fered you to.depart, giving you at that time, all 
„ that I. could potſibly ſpare, perhaps more than I 
dutht to have ſpared, but then I was in health, 
and When that is the caſe, one is too apt to think 
ene ſhall never be fick, Indeed bad I continued 
well, I had earnt ſtill mueh more than I wanted for 
myſelf; had been a rich woman for one in my ſitua- 
tion, and ſtill, dear Frederick, had ſent you every 
year a Chriſtmas, prices: But I was attacked by 
| 27 bcknels—there ended my earnings 
my little ſtore ſcarcely ;ſufficed, for phy ſiclan, 
nurſe and mediciges, and I was obliged a ſew 
days ago, Nee n upon my poor little 
- cottage, as I had no longer — ithat to pay 
| the rent. My only reſonrce was to totter along 
ide road with this ſtick, this bag, and theſe rags, 
1 N © 202g Þ KAY 2 ieee ja a+ and 
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and ſolicit a morſel- of bread from whe charity of . 3. 
thofe who happened to paſs y Os | 
Fred. Ah, if your Frederic had ſuſpected „ 
how bitter would have been every morſel he eats 

oy drop that he drank. ' Welt, God be thank- 
ed! Jam here again you are alive, and I wilt 
remain withr you; I will not on any account leave 
vou; and 1 will writ® thus to my Captain. Let 
him take it as he will, let him revile 75 as deſer· 
tion, I will not ſtir from my mother. Alas! ho-w-⸗ 
ever, I haye not learnt any art, any trade, but 1 
have * air of nervous arms; 1 can guide” the 
plo gd. can handle the fail; I will hire myſelf 
as a day-labaurer, and at night eapy writings for? 
ſome lawyer; ford thanks to you; my god mother, 
1 write a fair and legible hand. Oh, all will ge 
well! God will belp us, for he fapporis thoſe who 
* honor their parents. 

[{ilhel.., (claſpr him in 1 rm uuel offe@eil) 
What princeſs could offer me an equfvalent for 
ſuch fon? 

Fred. One thin you bote till forgotten, mo- 
ther — What is my father's name ?' 2 4d 
in Baron Wildenhain. ee 

Fred. And he lives on this eftate? | 

Wilkel. "There once lived his hither, but he i is 
dead. He bimſelf married a noble heireſs in Fran- 

conia, aud as Tam aſſured, has, to pleaſe her, for 
ever forſaken his native country. Here in the 
mean time lives a Steward who manages the. eſtate 
at his pleafure. 

Fred. I will haſten to be Baron my father, 
boldly face bim, and bear you upon my back to · 
him. How great is the diſtance of Franconia? 
from twenty to thirty miles“: only ſ6 fat has he 
removed himſelf, and has he eſcaped from his 
conſcience at ſo mort a diſtance? Truly, a laz 
creeping kind of a os.” twenty years bas 

2 f it 


* * . mile is Lag to about 2 Eeglih. 
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28 1 THE NATURAL son; 982 
it been crawling aſter bim, and not yet overtaken, 
him - Oh, fye, fye!—Wherefore muſt I know 


my father, when my father is not an honeſt man? 


My. heart was ſatisfied” with a mother, a mother 


who, has taught me to love, and why ſhould 1 


know a father who will teach me to hate No, 
Jill not ſeek him Let him yeryain where he 
is,-and feaſt and pamper «himſelf till his laſt hour, 


_ then be may ſee: how he has prepared himſelf 


to meer his God, Is at not true, mother, that w 
gnetd him not? We will——but what is the mat- 


ter ) your dountegaace 4s: changed Mor tber, 


what is the matter? 
Ii illal. (very weok ond almof fainting ) Nothin "hy 


nothing !==my joy !—too much talking! 1—1 
to be quiet a while. 
Fred. My God! I never till now perceiyed that 


we were in the bighway | (he Enecks at the door of 


the public houſe) Hallo! Landlord! 
Land. {at the Windew) Well, what is the mat- 


ter now? 


Fred. Here, I want a bgd 1 in an inſtant for this - 

r woman. 
Land. A bed for this poor woman! (freerin 
Ha, ha, ha!—“Laſt night ſhe lay in the ſtall A 


my cattle, and has bewitched them all!” (futs the 


- Window, ) 


Fred. (taking up a flone in a ON Curſed ſcoun- 
drel! (te hooks a at his mother and drops the flone again) 
__ my poor mother! (e knocks in deſpairing an- 
gui at a collage deer which fand. further in the 

ack ground) Halloo! halloo ! 


' SCENE IX. Enter a 8 fm the 
Houſe. 


Cottager, God preſerve you. — What do you 
want? 

Fredericl. Good friend look at this poor wo- 
man, ſhe is fainting here in the open air. She 
is 
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is my mother. | Do pray let her have a corner in 
your houſe, where ſhe may reſt for half and hour. 
beg it for God's ſake, and heaven will reward 


ou. 5 | 
- Cot, Hold your tongue, I entreat!—I under- 
ſtand you perfectly well (/peating to ſomebody in 
the houſe) Bet, make up the bed there, ickly; 
30u can lay the oy upon the bench in mean 
time: (te Frederick) Don't tell me a long ſtory 
again about God rewarding, and heaven ptying; 
if God is to pay all ſuch trifles, he'Il have enouk 
to do indes Come, quick, ſupport her, let us 
lead her in gently: A bed, as 'as I can give 
her, ſhe- alf have; but indeed ſhe will not find 
much in my houſe beſides- (iq lud ier into the - 
cottage) | 9 95 f r Row 41 « TIS ba} 
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 SOEN E Xx 4 Room in the cue: 


wilnenbitz, Tirhagibs, the Cottager ond. ti 


"Was. 


"Mee! 


WiknvzINA . on ; a tex Stool, with bet: Head 
Japported on lier Son's Bre. 47A 


| 


F REDERICK (rating to the Cottager and Wife, 


45 25 they are 8 ed about the —_ 1 * 
* 
Fg EDERICK. 


* 


EAR good oe have jou nothing then? 
Nothing ſtrengthening? nothing reviving? 
e. Run, huſband, to our neighbour at the 
at the public houſe, and fetch a bottle of wine. 
Fred. Ah, that will not_ do! his wine is as bad. 
as his heart... She. has already tried that, and T 
fear it has proved poiſon to her. 
Cottager. Go and ſee, wife, whether the black 
hen has not laid an egg. A new laid egg, bold | 


Wife.” Or a few ripe currants—— 
Cottager. Or the beſt thing that 1 have——a 


piece of bacon, 


Wife. Or there's about half a pint of brandy 


ſtanding | in the dairy. 


Fred. (much affected) God bleſs you and reward 
you for your kind-heartedneſs!— Do you. hear, 


mother? (Filkelmina nsds her head) Do you like 
any of theſe things? (Wu n. makes a motion 


with 


© OR, Lovzxs e 


| with her hand declining them) She does not fancy 
them—is there no P Nein in the neighbour- 
hood? 

Cottager. There's a beak aver lives in the vil- 
lage—but I never in my life ſaw any other. jt 

Fred. Oh God, what ſhall I do!—ſhe will die 
in my arms merciful God, take pity on me 
Kind people pray for us- pray, I entreat you! 
I cannot pray myſelf. - | 

Wilkel: (with a brobeis.. voice) Be comforted 
— Frederick—] am well—I am only faint, 

faint—a glaſs of good wine—— 

red.” Yes, mother! immediately mother— 
direaly But, O God, where ſhall I proture 
it!--no money none, not a doit. 

Wife, Look you here, huſband——did you 
carry the money for the rent n to the 
ſteward? 

Cottager. Yes, indeed, "the more's the pity. 
What can be engl i is true, as I am an 
honeſt . man, that I have not a fingle doit in 
the houſe. 

Fred, I will—I will beg—and if they will ac | 
give me will rob - Good people take care of 
my poor .mother—do- what you are able !—give _ 
her what — you can !—[ will * return. 


(Rufter out of the houſe) / 


SCENE II. Wange, the Cottager, and a 


ife. 


Cottgger. Should he but ſtep to our caſtor, he'll 
give ſomething for certain, | 
Wilkel. Does the worthy paſtor then till live ? 
Wife. Alas, no !—The good old gentleman!—. 
it has pleaſed God to take a two years 
ago, worn out and weary of life, : 


3 went out like a lamp. | 
- . Wife. 


— 


in the family, and my lord the Baron was ſo well 


* — W . 4 
A” - os — > "T a 
*. L * * - — — : N. — 


# i 2 
£ \ d 
— * 
9 4 g 
32 
= * 
= 


1 
- 


„555 THE NATURAL zou; 


Nie. (roiping her ge) We have reaſon enough” | 
to weep for him. 


. Cottager. (with tears ale): He was our father. 

Wilkel. (extremely affetted) Our father! 

# fe: - We mall never have ſuch another. 
Cuttaęer. Well, well, let -eyety man have his 


 defertow—vwe. muſt: not Spatnge Any body. Gar 
preſent paſtor is alſo a worth 


ie. Yes, indeed; huſban 580 Ds young.” : 
Cortager: Lis true, one can't look u im- 
with quite ſo much reſpect our bearts don't take 


— 


to him ſo readily but our old . bimſeif, YOu 


© know, was once young... 


Wife." (10 Wilkelmina) This keutleman was tutor 


Tatisfied with him, that he made him our paſtor. 


Wife. Not at all proud. When me comes to 
church. the nods her head round to all the coun- 
trywomen, firſt to one and then to another. 


Cottager. And when ſhe comes into the pew, me 
bolds her fan before bet lace; and Pegs with _ 


devotion! - 

Wife. And during the nen the never once 
turns away her eyes from the paſtor. 
WW Hhel. (with emotion) And who is this young ; 


lady? | 
| | Cottager. The daughter of my Jord the Barone J 


"Cortager. And well be might be ſatisſied: for 
; to be © our young lady, God bleſs bers: is a2 
charming affable creature. 


1 Hel Is he here then? 14 


Wife. Here! —yes, to be fare a4 nat you 
know that?—Next- Friday it will be five weeks 
fince his tordſhip-made his Navy _— Sante, 


Hilhel, Baron Wildenbain® 

= Les, my lord himſelf. | 

. And his lady? W 

er. Oh, no; der ladyſhip bn Thy 


lived 7 5 me eee, * 7 
While 


8 gage. | | x 


a © - 
$a. — : "YL — . 
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while her Fadyſhip was alive, my lord never came 
amongſt us. That has frequently been a great loſs 


to us. (Sealing in a /ort of Wiſhed, She was a 
proud kind of lady, with. a heap of. fangies. | Well, 


well, we ſhould not ſpeak; ill of the dead. Tbe 
Baron is ſtill a very good kind of gentleman 


ſcarcely had my lady cloſed her eyes, when he re- 
ſolved immediately to leave the place, and return · 
ed to Wildenhain. And well he might, for this 


is his native place —here he grew up to manhood; 
many a time has he joined in, our rural ſports, and 


has often danced with my wife on a Sunday- 


evening under the: owe: wers Dan's you temt n. 
ber it, Bet? Me d 


Wife. O yes, to be fu re, 1 may well romembes : 


it. The young gentleman. uſed .toj. wear à red 

coat, and. fing hyckles ſet with ſparkling Ropes. 
Cottager,” Afterwards, indeed, when he became 

an officer, he turned out rather wild; but young 


folks muſt ſow their wild 'oats; the ſail, was natu- 


rally good, but. tbe richeſt earth, you Wye will 
ſometimes bear weeds. 

Wite. But do you remember, buſhapd, what. 3 
piece of work he made . b Boettcher' $ Minny? 
— That was not good. 

Cottager. Huſn, wife! wma. not- bring vp 
ſuch old.loties. Beſides, we don't know that he 
was the father of her child; ſhe never ſaid ſo. 

Wife. Well, for all. that, 1 I'd. lay my Sunday + 
go wn and laced. cap that he.was the man, and no- 

ody elſe. No, no, huſband, you muſt nat defend 
that — that was wicked. Who knows whether the 


poor creature has not died bf hunger and grief 


and her poor father, old Boettcher, he might have 


lived longer, if * had not been ſo heart roken 


about it. (Wilkelmina ae 
Cotiager. Hr t perceiving ber) Bet! Bet — fiel p! 
Zounds, Help! 
— * my God !—poor wewes? 


8 
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| Cottager. Quick, quick, carry ber into the cham- 


ber; lay her on the bed—and then we'll go and 


fetch» the - paſtor, for "ſhe Ser can live till 
morning. FS ATI 


SCENE III. A Room in the Bazov': call. * 


7 he Tes table 3 is ſet out, a lighted bands a ond a Rell 
= W | 


=. * N 


71. Bazon enters in lit ae 


„Aae Sleeps the Count till?” 
Servant. No, wy. lord ; his bair i is already duet. 


Bares. 1 f uſpefcd ſoz the whole houſe is ſcented 
Marechalle, Call my daughter hi- 


2 1.) —It ded to me that the old-privy 
lor has 1 me with a complete con- 
— whatever he ſays and does, is as filly. and 
conceited as his countenance. Na, I. will not 
de a e 14-4 Amelia is tou dear to me for 
that I muſt firſt know the young gentleman a 
little better, and not for the fake of an ancient 
friendſhip make my daughter . The poor 
girl innocently. ye yes, and ſhe wil do as her fa- 
ther aro and he underſtands theſe things better 
than herſelf. Pith, pity indeed, that the girl was. 
not. a boy ! Pity that the name of Wildenhain 
muſt be extinct, even as the. flame which 1 now 
blow out- (H 2 out the candle with uit A 
had lighted his gie) — All my fine eſtate, my glori- 
ous . the honeſt, well conditioned tenants,” 
muſt paſs into foreign hands!—'tis to be. 
regrened—auch-to be Ons Ys BOK 
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SCENE 1%. Eater Aiiukaa ins looſe morning dreft 


Amelia. (kiftng the Baron. hand) Good morrow, 
gear father. 

Baron. Good e wy * vou Abe | 
flept well, I hope? 

Amelia, Oh! Yes. - 

Baron. You have, indeed, flept well? Not bee 
at all difturvded ? 

Amelia. e the gnats made nibera hum- 
ming in my: ears. 
Barn. The 1 Well, that does. not much 
ſignify. We muſt on Abele a boügh of juniper 
in the room. *Tis calter to drive away 27 s 
maggots. E 

Annlia;\ If 'vou wavt to. tive. "them aw aw *is 


only to boi fome with A te. Mts | 
oy Wot will kill Avex pe * W | 
Baron. ing). Well, waſp! it will be. 2 | 
for you; Pe ag you Beyer naw, an | 
maggots than Md 110 of peas will kill;. 
Amelia. Oh, yon mean mgghts in the 1250 
No, no, 3 — of them. x 
«Baron. 80 much the Better, What, faded. 
ſhould a young, livel girl of i D like you, - 
have to do with maggöts in her head, Vou have a 
father who loves you tenderly, and 4 ſuitor who- 
begs permiſſion to love you. 1 do _ like 
— Count von der Mulde? | | 
Amelia. Very well. 7 
Baron, Do yu hot bluſh en wine bim? 


2 Be I 
{=Humph 101 Wes have not 
2. — 0 f 3 


Amelia. No. 24 4 ar 
Bares. You did 30 Ma > at all allet 


melia. N e Oh! yes, ; dreamt of our - 
paſtor.” / 


Baren. Aha as he ſtood before you, and aſked 
you for the my | 


— 


5 6 Ariclia. 


/ 


[ 7 
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W Oh, no! not ſo-Il dreamt that we were 
ſtill in Franconia, and he was ſtili my tor, ad 
about to depart, and that I wept bitterly. 
Baras, And that your father laughed, and your 
mother ſcolded?—ls it not true ? Ves, yes, it was 
| 4 fooliſh ſceneerlt is een iptmy, remem- 

rance. 
Amelia. And a I waked, my yes were really 


wet. 
Baron. Hear me, Amelia! When you dream 


ain, of- the paſtor, . let.-it-be/ that he ſtood at the 
altar, and you and the Count ſtood before him, 
and exchanged rings. What think-you of that? 


* 


Anclia. I s en dear ether, if you | 


command it. 
Baron. The devil IN 1 as; not 3 it! 


but L wiſh to know whether you love him? Nou 
know you ſaw him at, the ball, os we ſpent a 


few days in towu laſt winter. 
Aunalia. Should I then langrevery body whom I 
ſee at a ball? 


Baron Amal Amelia! Do not be ſtu Si fk | 
mean, that at that time the Count von der "Mulde 


ſimpered and ogled with you, danced an elegant 
minuet or two with you; poured eas de mille fleurs 
upon your. pocket handkerchief, and God knows 
what he was talking about all the time. 
Amelia. God knows, indeed c m mes I re- 
member nothing about it. 3 
Baron. Nothing? £ 
Amelia, If it would be any faniefation. to 6. you 1 
will endeavour to aecolle& as much as I can '. 
Baron. No, no, there is no occaſiun What o 
is forced to ty to recolle&, can ouly be hroug 1 
forth from a corner of the memory not from the 
receſſes of ihe heart. You do not: then love bim? 
. 1 believe got. 


e, 


1 Sk it is . practice for the wy; and 
n to exchange rings. —T radiator.” . 


* 


DR ˙ . ie L 


el, LOVER yours. — 2 

Bam. (afede) I-betieve not too Vet I wiſh to ; 
make you underſtand the connection between his 
viſit aud my. queſtions. His father is 
counſellor—2 man of wealth ma rank—of watt 
and rank! doſt thou hear? 55 
Amelia Yes, dear — vou * it. 
But our paſtor always told me that I ſhould not 
* ard ſuch things; that: wealth and rank are mere 

ts of chance. 
©. Baron, Well, woll, ke is right enoug h in that. 
But if it ſo happens that wealth 2 go hand 
in hand with merit, then they ure an advantage, 
You underſtand e777 
_ Amelia. Perfeftly, ( fnplicley, nd oimhout 
any apparent defign.) And is that the caſe with the 
Count von der e 

+ Baron ſembarraſuds Humph lie father has | 
rendercet tbe State important-ſervices ;—he is my 
ald friend he was my 'faitor with your mother, 
and I have abligatious to Rim and becauſe 
he fo. wiſhes for a marriage between you. $ 
and his fan—and'/ becauſe he ſuppoſes that in time ; 
you will love the young man{o-ardemtly=n—_ 

— vor „ 


Amelia. Not eatirely. dan, i you „ command, 

dear father _ + 

Baron. The devil —1 e chat one muſt 
not command in ſuch things; —a marriage without 
love is abſalute ſlavery none but congenial 
e ſhould be united—I would not pair a night- 

ingale with a fluch, If yo like each other, be it 

ſo if not, here let the matter reſt. (recen 
Attend, my Amelia — the whole of the affair is 
this - can v or can-you not, love this man ? If 
A ee then wann. pon him back avith 2 
r ELEC 55 


"Amelia. Dear ae it uppears to me that NA 5 
W . in ro- NY 
I - — -  maviers, | 


. 5 — 18 
ances about love, how Aman aq werb 
dt 


Boerob. Hey bat . Dom t pratde 20 abet Vene | 
romances |! they are the devil, indeed I- tbey tett 
you a partel- of nonſenſe; dn never ch ſtand the 

teſt of experience. But ſtop ill put a few queſ- 
tions to you—anfwerthem;with fiacerity, Ametia, _ 
A ith ſtrict gocerity.” Wag, * 1 man tt N 
Amelia. I have never anſwered you 5 
Baron, Are a pleaſed hen voter, e gef je 

* eee, 9 nf. 7 nnn 
785 Amelia. Good or ils Aas 4. 2 714.3 {JK pe ge 

| Darin. Good, go :::: 

Amalia. Oh, yes. I am always pleaſed when 1 | 
hear good of apy mag. 403396 tay. 
"Baron, | But are you not elated when you hear 
him mention f 17986 hots her head: Are you not 
embarraſſed ? (She ales her head) Db: your not 
* ſometimes that he mould he made the ſubject 
converſation, yet have not courage to begin 
bag of him ourtelf 7 (d, hob: dr. hand) 
yqu not defend him, ff you ſhobld bear 
any ont find fault w it¹ imm wt ini! 
Amelia. Ok, certalshy, if I can. Our paſtor 
Baron. Pſhaw ! Pſhawi we won't talk about bur 
paſtor at preſent 4 How Ys s youee hen yon tee” 
. the; Count? ele 1% 9 ra * N 
Amelia. Vary Dy 442: eee 
"Baron. 3 you feel any y beuten as: hoap- 
proaches Wa et 
melia. No 0 Gaſih recleBing herſelf). uk 1 
E ce. Ur AL 8 
Baron. Aba ve jt's coming out l 
-Amelia. It was at the ball, when he trad! . 
foot. W 23 721 > 625 een e 1 nr 

Baron. Don't be old, ele merge you 

_ eaſt down your eyes when he/addrefies: vf, 
e, I never caſt down my eyes before-any 

Body. 5 ea een eee e e words 
Baron.” 0 you: not play with yaur ror 

3 me: is ulking 0 * , 

- Amelia. 
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Auclia. Nos ns. cake bv rnd aH 
Baron. Does not your face glow when he makes 
you a fine ſpcech, em ares aner | 
gs mon Vip „ Wert, nett 
Anelia. Did be en 0 thing of that 1 
ta mea it's more tha I recoll ect. 
Bares. Humph I humph ( Aſter a pauſe.) Have 


youwnn 9*13 (: Bratt Wh + NWS en Sec 1 Sed 


lia. Nor dear other tis not polite. 


afon. But were yd ever: di lad e 


1 Oh. es, dear father: - 0 br Ga? KT IO 


think him haudſome d e HE) en 
Amelia; | don't know, 1 à Ho ho 


. Baran. Ds your” wot kn what beauty en | 


you not ſometimes yawned while he was talking, to» 


Baron. Sal- then Ba little begaben 


do you N whether you think api 


a — Nane W. By Daft SS 5 
— akT- never: .paitleutarly examined bi. neu 
| Barone Bad- again. HN did You, feel when he. 


eme yeſterday enchingg ? 


2 ſervant; ſo unſeaſoaa3ly.called.me,, 4 was lies 
with our, paſtor on the little romantiechill. 
Bares gy 8 (—Humph F Well, only 


one more „eau not. debgnedly. 
dreiſed your To { is morgiog with el ware, 


and. ſelected a becoming diſhabille 2. 


Amelia (Jurveying, el lel. * ren yet, - 
dear father; 1 only. wore it yeſterday and the. day ) 


before. 
Baron, Au Here little proſpect of W L 
5 8 AC cove, then is indifferent 
do ou? 


ee Wuy n wei unteks y you cochmasd it. 


h Liſten de we, Amelia OY 


700 5 agen your demned command, I may 

perhaps to command indeed; (More 
mildly.) To ſee you happy, my child; is- my 
earneſt with, and commands cannot produce: hap- 


Den e en inharmonious d 2 


Amalia, T was vexed lor at ide very liche tbe 


% 
x 
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the tanes are ill afforted ;*therefore the great Com- 
poſer has es: in our hearts the pure harmony 
of _ PI tell Youbet Amelia, I will ſend 
the A 141 ou. e 101 71507 
acid. (oyfully) The 5 eder . ee oft 
*- Baron, go I lock; you in the duties of the 
marriage ſtate; 17 othge a ele rgyman is better 
ef than a father <T examine} yourſelf z 
and if you believe the Count is the man towards 
whom your. hedft folfil /theſe+ duties, in Goin'? 
| nam warty him. ill then 8 2 are. (wells) 
Hen 22 (e. 1 e 7 the miniſter, 


2 CS hi- 
oy rod a. | Pater na * n TO” i 


in 

| Frank bet 2 Fer 17 225 
takes a deviliſts am 

Ane ella, pbur but the tea: 


3 WR nip {bays ; 
your” Head. 81 morning out vie- 


ow, Amelia? He Wb 45 
Gow, 15 Oh, T'was is the ga he (eden . 
ii is indeed a moſt charmin 83 n 
ann One way then take b 
20g; ; | know not hat elſe 10 6a with my gen- 
— Fae e me re 1 bere be 
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SCENE: v. Enter Conn a ace,” 


1 Ab e on Jour 45 N youpg, 
ys ny . 79 55 * Ty 


I wo gg ie ** 
count t is almoſt noon. In eat 
e bo gif earlier, © 8 Ig oy | 


good 
71 
1. 
— 
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1 A With | <p 
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e eee e tolonbt Heal be Wer. 68 
over finceifizo'tfeck ;' but m lende Ap 

deen guilty of betife, which. has quite Aren — 
to deſpair - loſs er pour Je rf £agogh, be. 


repaired? 1 2G 111 $07 "wy 
dee for that; 


| Bavon, Aye bye Nin for 
Ann ——— 2 89 
Ih /a plare 0 


Cound) 
Is/it Heede » 
910 1 


a 7 Neither. Ve nar 
lebe, e ch Nr 
- Bur mow. be informed of your Toſs ? way 

. Comte? Oh, my er help me to bagilh the gt, c 
Ham exvedoptin'a maze of perplexi 


ties I am afraid 1 it even i ed. rite a 
lenk, port Are Gecafbac ele & 


Baron Wat ns" üs "Hixfortone, really. for. 


* 
on”. (fpping 45 ta} "Tis ibolue nectar, moſt” 
divjhe-youdglady ! -biit could u be eee 
N your fair hands 
| | Baron. Indeed this, neftar was. fold: 40 me. for 
plajo cenged tes N | 
Amelia. But, my og coup. 5050 ane! ele 
what you have loſt 3 
Baron. (afide) His underRanding 1. FAT 
Sbm. You command var fave obeys. 8 
in doing this you tear open wounds; which even! 
the Gght of 'you- had ſcarcely healed: My homme” 
de cha the anten Oh the man is a 
mauvais — 2 he was packing up my things 
the day before yeſterday, I ſaid t him, *©Henrs,”” 
faid 1, ge on that window ſtands: a httle 
pot of. gamma, Lou underſtand me, mott 
| e del a 8 wen e 
D 3: {44,20 8) rget-- | 


* 


* 7 be ds Aus 2 at fine gebt 


88 


men in nn as in Enaland affet 70 intraduc 
8 rench into miliary Converſation. . 
ranſlator. : 


000 


ES, e 29 Wir 


% 


1 | Ki, the pH,. there it ſtands upon the window: 


al — ans can produce Bat it was im 


3 rn runs n 8 
forget it not upon any 3 


once, when I have been 
the princeſs -£delaide, |. fheichas 


thirty years in our ſervice! For thirty years 


3 


de packed up. I repeated it theee times, na 

believe, four times You know, — 

ſaid, © that I ach undone without this po; 
for you will underftand, madam, they cannot 
make pommade here in Germany, they know not 
how to give it Podeyr—it ig ep ag. I can 
afſure ou, madam, it Some tus dar from Pa- 
rie, the author is en n , More © chan 
. ber bighn 457 | 
aſked; where 1 

could get my gpnmade, for counts” the faid, 
the whole le N pearfumti when vou are 
with me d,; n Now only imagine; moſt.charm- 
ing lad , et vous non com, the: tellouw: totally for- 


as Jama true cavalier... 
Aeli Gig Dread fol indeed , 
2 Valeis the mice ſhould have mace price | 
it. | 
. _ Count, («Ev woila l e 
raiſon which: drives me to deſperation. Would 
you believe it, this fellow, chis mi, has been 


has been e im our emily with every 
thing far which a man of his extraction can 


have occaſion, / TY what does he how in re- 
turn — forgets my ' plmmadelcaves it 1 


on the windew—as Lam 2 vai cavalier. 
Cizl l. and the German ance will perhaps gor- 
-mandize- upon the moſt delicious pf that” 


dle to reſtrain nene ene dif 


| | charged bim 


** faſhion a! their We Free. 


Baron throwing Aimfelf look): A bervaat e 


— 2 er e ** * 8 Fr 


CT C 
7 y 1 
a. kes 
4 " 
”YY 


* 1 * 
1 72 


8 * 


Pope gprs, o the- + e + 
ua female nobſeſſe in France. of being attended by __ 


chf. On be not Genſyte h have another lin 
— ſervant andeedt. he dreſſos hair 
ke ere . . be or "wn 0 
© Ame A md a 1 
for ſuch a ad, poor A "73 44116 * ey 
F channing lady? n Bax 
gatelle? © ag e I * 
. Ametia.' ive- poor man 0 bene! 


Gust. My God, hö cam I do le? Has bes 


deprived ny pe IN t FOE 
+ Amelia. y- 4 not; plead of dim Atl 4. 817 
(unt. Your, fentiments- — but | 


2 goodneſs» maſt mot he r. The man 
|  quants:6+ of" children, who in the -courfs. 
of time, when hey are.arvived- at an a , 
Nenn . 7 
F Neri eee EE SP 

| Amelia. And las he o family too? Oh; 1 
hn den moſt earneſtly, Count, not to diſeimeye 


Fus tte amade, divine eee ee 6 
. ene command, your ſve obeyd. 
Auri ſhall. come and kiſs the ſkirt of vr 
rent * 22 es, a "a 
( en 5 atiently.)} 
No DT ra — to be borne! <aaway with 
the coxcomb. ! ( de | Count) What fay you, 
Count, 40 en ee eee Kooring before 
dinner ere Brave | : 
Conn. - (hiffng fingers. 5 
m colonel! a anne thought ? — ö 
P —— PRES, — <q 


—— - 
will a © ECM. 


it made on Wir ure And 
— — — Nock 22. Wien 
| 1 of · peur l, you never ſaw any thing u . 
ech with ſuperior gout; even my arms are A” 


e wy Gra of Hen?” 


* do ie am. xt i. 5 hea $3 
. N 
» a * > 4 * * * 


% 


; your 


; -  -Svroeq 8 2v6x nv * 
„ „ Fe ee ee ee 
Cant. I never was out q burn fac 
lite, and "can nt ſay then ww 
8 anz ching. n vr e e ee > vii 
| My Bun. is but an old and<dulÞteok- 
ing one to be ſure but it bei don 
third.- £1 %- We 1 Ah 4 3 ew tr yi 1011 9 
Enter a Servant. Thepaſtgr anendsþfr/t ii 
Barn Well then, hatten Qonntg aud pür dn 
Your elegant-ſhooring-duvs,(h wii beit oor 
quickly i: |, V7 nene e 3 ery! Bose 
Counts I fly.0) My» Jeabeltmady;u ir is ans f 
crifite. 3 father; thus to tear y- 
ſelf away, for un while: from his nilwables dug 
ter & $84 24425199, ©6711, 94 4 oom 1 40: 2 Gai. 
\Baron:.. Hear me, aAmdliot=-Tevize ſcurteſy nes 
 cefſary that I. ſhould talk with: the paſteth aud ner 
afterwards talk with uu. But Nil as be is here, 
leave neee Oh nch 
I wiſh. to confer with him. Wade. 
1 (bing) Dear father, 1 do not bink L- 
ever mall love the Coupe wid 0977 ona 
Baron; Asryout pleaſec; vent (gu Lama HY 
Amalia. (meeting the'\ paſtor un, laceut, 
ſmile) Good mor rom -morrow:! —.— wy 
See ee HAT oo le; vu) . 
Nea * n 
"SCENE VI. Ti Bain, 9 , — 
Dafur. 1 wait:youglavdfhip's commands.” 7 g 
Baron. Excuſe me if 1 have ſent for you at an 


\ inconvenient» tine, a fc. words will tomprize- 


my bufineſe/ 1 yellerday received a miſerable 
tranſlation, from: the French, wich cafe from | 
preſs about twenty years ago. I mpſelf paſſe(s-* | 
a very elegant Germanwriginaly/of which, with- 1 
out) vanity. be it ſpoken, I rp ey are, "Now + 4 
Iam ſolicited to ſtrixe my name out of the ori- £ 
ginal, and bind it up together with- tkis con- L 


temptidle tranſlation-and I. wiſh. to” aſk yt f 
As dune of my work, your: N upon the! - t 
faber Dok e ee EAN a” d 


Hefter. Indeed, my oy I 1 v0 eee 
allegory. 


=D. 6 9 
33 | Dara 
. * e ” 
nd — - * * 
wo. % 1 
* - = of — " 


. et * 4 


Boes Not Kumpf! 1 am Br for that, 1 
I had framed it fo'dexterouſly—but in 
Hort then, the youny Count von der _—__ 1.9 
here, and would fain marry my qaughter- 
A Herti, but foon racovers e) Indeed! = 
Baron. He is a — ef the privy chamber 
8 bat nothing 4 rt men He is—he 
. 
P ea 'A r 
Bares. (imitating ee vou 
command hat vou — We well, but 
I think ydu knees mn tod well to fuppoft, that 
_ on. ſach-an_occaſien I lay any commands but if 
the man's head were ot ſu totally empty, and his 
heart were right, I ſhould have A objection; for 
his father is my old friend, and the "VF in other 


reſpects. adv ous. : ien lo 1. 
. Paſtor; In other ref] my We 
remains to a man, head vad man your 


for nothing? | Ld Tre: S165 1 
Baron, - RR kad EdicatwGunenn be to 
rank and fortune. My friend, Lwitbexplaih, o 
you my ideas upon this ſudject. Af Amelia loved 
nother, I ſhould not waſſe ia fyllsble upon the 
ſubjeR, L od only afk who he is? —is all rigbt 
here (pointing to his deart.) If the anſwers were 
ane in God's name they ſhould. have 
= gut Nun l does not love any 
ather ner which circumſtance alters the dale 
entitelyß. 4 361 mn . Li Sni e 
Paſtor, And never will love another? WS ont 
das, Truly that is à different queſtion.— \ 
But underſtand; me. I donor menn as. per ſiſt in 
this, 1 would only do what is incumbent on 
me, not to offend. the old Caunt von der 
Nulde, by refufing to bonevr the bill of ex- 
change, Which be bas draun for my daugh- 5 
ter z for 1 have. already received the value in 
ißt from him; therefore I wiſn you to 
talk with my child, and enplain to her the 
een of * e . —t, this _ 


* V:1 
: x 1 
o „ 54 1 > 5 
* \ 
- * % 


R u ec et e, 
aſlk her, whether ſhe be inelined kids vpow 
herſelf. thoſe duties as the wife of the, young 
Count: if ſhe anſwer : in the negative, tis 
5 3323 Bal " | Urged" no farther, What 
think you of 
| Paſtor. EMT un —L nes Jou 
, well=L wil oh 7 y _ | 

Baron. .do.do! | 4 deep 
el Ah!. Fe: weight. is. now Le from my 
mind, but 8 ogs more heavily. vpn ity, 


d- op ouſly, NO 711 der. 
Rand Lee a a, 4 50 


intel eng 1 A 05 
TD 4. es bi Gay all: leone 
bi FP va A 


£0, 185 6 hy this baz * 1 ERS LY 
127 A fer e 5 en Th A, man 


guilty. of 3 5 WEE hich in age 


nt bee 2 r pond 1e 
oblite rated. oF 135 TEN ay 


4 


Hill. 


wo | 


725 15 "Rex op 0 ty-- 
| 85 e fee 151 the oi 00 
1005 es. and. p peas of. the | uture *, ; 2 


ſeparably lit ©, 10 ber. lh the, yie! 

us dackeg Mn er nei .cloyds,. i 5 4 80 m warts 

we encounter ſtorms... AS Wwe: proceed 9 

in our courſe, Well, 8 we wil 

the belt, © Farewell, my, friend, 1. am. } Top 75 

mosting In the mean time make your expe: 

kiment, and remember to dine with me, , Nit. 

Paſtor. (alone), What a a comma! ye Ito; 

| VWooking anxiouſly around. II. 1 Hen meet. with 
N gpl ſt. Felle we Kl 

ee wytelf kor interyjew—at, preſent it 

is impoſſible to encounter iA walk, an the 

* and a devout. prayer ,to 2 

vill I return büt ab, the infirugor alone 

nc hither, the. max, I [ wg Ae N 

( $4709 Ft 4 £6 A not E alt. 

: 85 . * . -+ «4110-4 beet 234 "© 3 
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®; Lover's vows. 
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a 217% 311 34+ O03: C7344 chge (4 2 441 3 1. "SLE ic N 
4 ” " - ” 3 , . N 
X - ” * _ A p . -Y | „ $77 * $ 
C4168 2411 40 WS 1+ 1 7 2 „8a . " - . 
: : a | 8 8 , : . " ? . 1 A. 4 . : g 14 809 
** N . 4 i 0 > i SAL... 10 * 
N . - 1 | þ ” * 18 m 
. + 4 6. 15 * ö 14; 11 eh ” „ 
ee eee e 
* + | ; 2 . 
I . : ” * * oy : 
4 oy 4 ar PEE NT LICE ' " » » 
1 | we 77 5 1 1 N 1. nd. -, * F a * 
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Aer SCENE I. ee, eee te 
; , N 4 g 8 5. 


6 1 103 aſe Ap De 1 
Einer e 75 14% % 2 gur * 


ETURN wich theſe "4s view Ku to 
Te&my mother die No, no, rather = 
inte the water at n run on to 
end of the World“ Ah, en ſeem clogged 
I cannot advange—1 pnot Tecede—the 
fight of vonder {raw-roofed "cottage, where 
s my ſuffering, mother !—why muſt 1 al- 
ways 080 my eyes that way ?—am I not 2 
rounded ''by "vergant - fields "and lau 
dows?—why muſt | my Jooks be 1 Irigy 
1 that cot which contains all my 7 
erows! (looks with a nguih at the; mos: 
an! man! is this you eee this 
7 25 was given me by the der of a ſtately. 
pre followed by 'a ſervant: whoſe, 6 lit 
tersd with glver this, by a ſentimental ady 
bo had alighted from her carriage to gaze 
at the country, deſcribe it, 3nd print her deſ- 
, <riprion. “ on cortage,”.. ſaid I to her, while 
my tears interrupted me,— —* It, is very pictu- 
reſque“ ſhe "anſwered, and ſkipped into her 
carriage.” This. was given me by a fat. prieſt, 

. enveloped in a large buſhy Wigs " at the 
fame time, reviled me as an idler, a_vagabondzj - 
and” thus took away the merit of bis gift. 
£ This Dr extremely affected) a beggar gave 
p me, u — be ſhared with me his mite, 
aud, at the ſame wy ure: 1 Gn * 


N 


"4 


"on 


$ 8 


4 1 | 1 
Oh! At the aefal day of retrwuriou; at de 


high a price will this Aeyer be exchanged 4 | 


the all righteous mou” (He 'pauſer and 


| x tkither? 8 nod ſhe 
wells not in eities—the çottage of the poor 
. bel. Fasse ee u ee ber, dem. 
* Well then Nl a recruiting officer paſs 

I 


F 


WW * 
1 * 
PRs - 
KS . 
hs 
a . 
= 
- 02 


ts! at the mee, can I purchaſe: with 


is paltry lum? Aare mit pay for tho nails 
my mother's" con arcely buy à rope to 
ng myſelf! . taftr 4 ul hook towards 
the diftint" rauf There inſukingi glitter the 
ſtately towers of tlie prince's reſidence; ſhall. I 


für five +1 dollars paid on dhe) ſpot, he 
ſhall have a ſtout 3 racit. Five 
Tix-deſlars/ Oh, What a - fant het on bot | 
many a card may ſuch a ſum. be ſtaked even 


5 —_ Wir Wehre (Wipes tr ben, i from this fore- 


ea] Father! Farber?! 2 
of anguiſh—on thee the deſpair of a fellow ctra 
ture, And Ne its dreadfyb bonfeqaences yet Gd 
forbid. thou ſunulaſt languiſh in vain for pardan 
in another world, as my wretched mother lan- 
1 in this for a dropſof wine. (a dit lern 
1 heard "at 4 Aiſlaume. ſucteodeu Fay the ** Hallo, 
Haltioo"" to the hound; ; Several dags run, ove) the fage, 
Heede l looks urn] Hunters Noblemen proba - 
bly. Well then, nom to beg ance more 
for my mother l- Oh God: God? prune thus. 1 
995 meet with compaſſionate hearts? 


dan 3-3" 23 HR + n 


2 2 "7 185 


SCENE mt. 3 Bet, the Danes and the cox. 


N 7 Waiting a Fl Gate fark; eu 
es Aim out of breath) Quick, quick, Count 
a! hal— that was à curſed blander indeed the 
hounds have loſt W now ind wondt recover 


it again. . eee 


nt. pan in 9 Breath) DR RN” tant 


F — 


5 Ys — & 
T9 Re ny oye 3 4 little 


an fy Qui 208 ent fellom you 
bauo-bones:like-Hcwle,ryourdhoultiers age cqual 


to the Cretan Mila's zzwlth nya ager: you have | 


* * pay 415 


tre ug to 
N ea 


ALAS 3873-975, -1* 


184. 


2 off, 6% 


and rei  Pruottt nate Bay? 7 80 ; 
4 (with.e: fig 80 en 
. (haus tene Aran and cam ̃ ] Noble giv; 
haue D Wi en W 
| ek nadrher! ++ 1 N p 
Barn. e . n e d ler 
@ trifle) It would be more praper my ſon, to work 
 for:yout fick mothec. hs 4 Dog he 
Fred. Willingly, willingly. would 1 wor ſor 
ben bug ut his moment The: neceſſity is too ur- 


Fan is not ſufficient, ple 


. af you havo any humanity gvs- 2 


* Tate the Gil time that Never bende 


| me prathe the what I ſhould give him. 
ed. Oh; for heaven's fake, Noble Bir, gives | 


< . «Fr ry * 2 T1 N 


Cann A, 
Frad. For 45 love, of of God, 
| Pn You will fa the et F"two 125 


* 
. 


e One, ge D of Allee 


gent. Hurdum me, worthy Sir, elne 


. Horin ! you- will: reſeue a fellow-creatuoe from 


— 


e (ning g. ent ron = . 
D 


de de 


* 3 
— 


W 1 * 
to lim) Rot in, noble Bir! you can never purobaſe 
the alvation of a mn at a“ cheaper rate, (Thr . 
Nur mitves 'orwart; Prederick ra/tes wildly with his 
drawn fat i ve Baton ard 1 27 3 8 
mouey or Reer | 

B 8 ow ? 7 ket 
1 thieves ! (cb hunt/men in 
tos ap amen off) © 3 * 
2% oh See bar tiave 160681 07 
Bare Bar bim away! take heed of him con- 
mie Mam ig 6 957 fa mall follow immedi- 

. KY 1 n CCC -E NOR: 3 
25 On nt me · one petition, my | 
1 72K life, de with me what | 
5 Yoo with NET etereet Toy abt HE / 

mother ! for want in ydnder cottage 
T ſend thicher and eum the truth ! twas ſor my 

| _ drew Mord, fof her would # thed 


W eee 
e ee with eh to the: tower! ' — him 5 


Jr: e735 lune ne) Accurked 
Ta hne hunt 
3 new 


unt. 
n to 


1 
* . 1 17 00 I on the kund. or the third 


roman, 8 | 


| - Houle? von find a bor 


| Haage 25 ell, Lord. 3 Et. 
Dar Upon my is 1s a moſt extra inary 
adventure! f 9 noble in the young 
: fellow's countenanee io * Ir prove true that 
for his nſother for his! 3 fake 
upon the big ag Wen, well, we muſt ' 
_ Inveſtiga te the N would indeed be a 


Well for one of ned; s\ketches. 8 \ 
- SCENE m. 1 Rats w the Banon's Capt. 


. * * 4 


che, ( e) Why * thus. reſtleſs? : 41 
a fg 2 * em. will  _ 


enn, 


13 


cevious En Sa g 180. 
| hauſe - doo open? No; it was 5 | 
ut La 


will look at my canary- birds. 


Fn e 


. e : 
* 1 80 then ſhou; e 11a 41 They 1 | 
on: B FE a4 nr 


- SCENE 1. e the H ».\ 


STE EW "0 


BE a. (cheers 1 up. \ andabiper. her. eu) Ah. good. 


| . r lPaſtar I would fa Wh. a 
2978 par Av gy haye. been ſo accullomal.co call. 
vou tutor 


. Paſtor. "I me ſo ſtill, dear madam... all al 
bo 4: with pleaſure from. yagr Ges; I 


ndeed 0 
2 2 en, 5 Am I miſtaken 2 or hays 
vou pot been weepin 


melia, Oh, tis Gr — few. oe 
85 et they aje Aer 1 


ip ee orth 2 e ESSE 
now not. 
F 5-1; Tue n thi Aga your ce Re my 


. 1 mi ght ſay es—but— 

"Pater. A might fax ys ps—l would not be SY Us 
dve. = Pamen me, then, that 1 come hither at ſo 
unuſual an hour 1 amn commiffoned b by your fa. 
ther · 16 16 2 

"'s e fon are v b to. eth ar- 
a 


- 
* 


8 
ds 4 * "x 
4 


—2 — 


n 


„ 


8² seen 3084 | 
Haber, Indeed Bam I really ſo 7— Oh, Amelia 
Alias. My. father zeaches me, that he who 
- forms: the mind in more one's benefactor, 
than he who mereſygivesone lifes (eaſhing own her 
Ses! my father ſays q and my heart feels it. 
1 Pafiers. How fweetly: deer hiv moment” repay me 
re years Exent ion. R i en 
e I was a wild e baye I ſevertly 
— patience it is no more than juſt nt 
E you in teturn bs 5 en IO; | | 
aſler, (aſide) Oh God. ( 42 fabheings ich. 
[ting mamer lr ce from my Lord, yo fu 
is; ee e er un. 
as: 15 8. lair Sit "LP 
vourſelf 1 had. rather; ſtands: 30 N 1 
ht on. (puing beck: the ichair)- Count von der 
ulde—is came hither. -f tee 
Amel ia. Nes. 10 5161510114003 © : | 
Fa. Do yourknow,with what intention 7 
: _ Amelia. To maray me,, 
fer. That is indeed his wiſh (very carnefty)- — 
But, beligve me, madam, ysur futher would on uo 
account donſtrain J e he would by no means 
uſe compulſion. 05s 2409 
Amelia. Ah, ILknow that kr OLE Age 
Paſtors But he .wiſhes—he deſires to aſvertaln 
your clan anal conſult ue: i 
nons : 
Amelia. "dt the, Sous? 1 
Paſtor. Ves 00-+rather on the- ſubject of n wa. 
trimony in general. , 
\ Amelia, What I am 8 of, muſt de indif- 
| 2 to me 1 * en of the age 
CC. pornt© 8 oa b 
' Paſtor. For that 8 — I wait upon you, 
madam, it is the ſubject of my commiſſion from 
your father. He wiſhes me to day before yo the 
agreeable and difagreeable.” n of ſuch a condi- 
tron, * 
Amelia. Begin then with "he dilagreeable, the 
be bo ſhall be referved to r laſt. i 
Paſtor. 


dn, LOVERS" vows. 33 
Paſtor. With the diſagreeable Oh, madam, 
when two, affectionate congenial hearts unite, the 
marriage ſtate has then no diſagreeable ſide, Hand 
in hand the happy pair journey through life. 
Where they find their path occaſionally ſtrewed 
o'er with thorns, diligently and cheerfully they 
clear their way. If a ſtream croſs their Reps, the 
ſtronger bears the weaker over: or if a rpck is to 
de climbed, the ſtronger takes the weaker'by the 
hand: —patience and love are their cotipanions, 
What would be impracticable zo one, to their united 
efforts proves but ſport—and- when they have 
reached the ſummit, the weaker wipes the ſwear 
from the brows of her more vigorous partner. 
Their joys, their pains, are never divides; eſis, 
nor will one ever experience a pang of Torrow 
while tranſport warms the boſom of the ther- A 
ſmile illumines the countenance of both of tears 
diſtil from both their eyes. But their Yaptures - 
are more lively and ecſtatic than ſingle uipärtici- 
pated Joy; their ſorrow leſs corroding than ſolitar 
woes: for participation enhances theygne; and af 
Jeviates the other. Thus their whole life reſem- 
bles a beautiful ſummer's day; beautiful, een 
though a tranfient ſhower may intervene: for 
ſhowers refreſh the face of natute, and the ſun 
bufſts from the cloud with renovating luſtre,” And 
when the evening of their day draws on, it finds. 
them ſurrounded with flowers, Which they them- 
ſelves have planted and reared, patiently awaiting 
the approach of night. Then, then, indeed 
for night will come——the one takes the lead aud 
firſt lies down to ſteep, and happy dat one, to 
whoſe let it falls :——the ſurvivor wanders in me- 
lancholy ſolitude weeping. at not being allowed to 
ſteep alfoi=——And this is the only difagreeable fea 


ture of ſuch a marriage. 
Amelia. Ob, 1 wilt marryr 23 
 _ Paſſer. Right, madam, this picture is alluring, 
but” recollect that tis a picture for which two loy- 
ing and congenial hearts fat as the models. But if 
A E 3 motives 


44 "THE NATURAL son; 
motivẽs bf mere convenience (what the world ge» 
mera terms prudence) if parental authority, raſh. 
© nefs or caprice, tie the bonds of hymen, then, alas! 
the ſtate of matrimony has no agreeable fide. No 
longer free and unſhackled, man and woman walk 
with light and airy ſteps, but victims of a late re- 
88 drag along their galling chains, Satiety 
Is depicted on each brow. Images of loft hap. 
Pct inte in ſtronger colours by imagina- 
. Hon's. delofive hand, Ns ; more tempting in pro- 
Tarn; as they are unattainable.—Sanguine and 
romantic" hopes, which haply might never have 
deen realized if this marriage had not taken place, 
but the practicability of which the mind holds 
certain, if the parties were not fettered by wedlock. 
Thele ideas ſnceffantly harafs the ſoul, and edn- 
Jemm them to actual ſuffering, where otherwiſe 
tience only would have been called into exertion. 
rattally they acchſtom themſelves to contemplate 
Their wk ome companion as the hateful chuſe of all 
xe evils which befal them. Gall infuſes itſelf in- 
to their cofiverfation, coldneſs into their eureſſes. 
To none are they more captious, from none more 
t to take offence, than ftom their wedded part- 
der; and what would yield them delight in a 
_*  Nranger, is viewed with apathy in the perſon of 
their neareſt conneftion. In this manner, with 
averted face and downcaſt eyes, the hapleſs pair 
. frag on through life, till at length one lies Sir 
To fleep ; then exultingly the PF rivgntifts the 
head aud triumphantly exclaims, Liberty Li- 
berty!“ — And this forms the only pleaſing. re 


- ) — 


In ſuch a marriage. 


— 


love -I love already. 


IF. - 


— 
- * 
? 4 


on, LOVERS!” OW: 35 
Amelia, Oh 16! no !-—away with the fool 
1 both his hands with the moſt. n faniliarig) 
1 love you! * 

Paſtor. Madam, for God's ſake! | | 

Amelia, And vou will I marry. 

Paſtor. Me | | 
Amelia. Ves, you, dear tutor. 

Paftor, Amelia you forget 

Amelia. N do 1 forget? 

Paſtor. That you are noble ex aj 

2 What ägnißes that? n W. 

Paſtor. Oh, Heavens !—No, that cannot 

Amelia. If you have an affedtion for mt. £742 
Pater. I love you as life. | 5 

Amelia. Well, then, marry me. 250 

Beftor. Oh, ſpare me, Amelia -I am a miniſter 
of religion, 'tis trüe—that gives me much fofti- 
tude—but-ſtill I am a man. 

Amelia. You have urſe If f ;exhjb ted. tn, me 10. 
alluring a picture of the n 10 5 1 * ut Lam 
not, then, the woman with, 0 Aae u could go 
hand in hand, with hom mou C e all your 
5078. all your ſorrows. © 1 
_ Paſtor, Were it my Mc ok only Mech n 
the perfon; Did we live an, 155 bo Se days of 
which poets dream, when all were equal, I 
would have you alone. Bur: 5 not fox us 10 alter 
the cuſtoms of the world ; and as the world is, now. 
conſtituted, you muſt * marry a. man. of rank,— 
Whether you. would be happy or not with the 
humble paſtor, is not the queſtion. d. God! f 1 
have already ſaid too much! 

Amelia. Others, perhaps, may i not make that a 
queſtion, but it muſt. be one with me. Have you 
not often told me that tte heart alone ennobles us. 
(She plates her hand upon tus kart} Ob, truly, 1 


ſhall m HR EL 
Paſt Poſer, Madan re entetat ) you to call in 


reaſon to. your ad. thouſand: objections lie 
againſt fuch-an union bit, at this moment, Hea-. 


ven knows, tot one occurs to me. 
Auclia. 
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Amelia. Becauſe in truth there are none. 

Paſtor. Let, yet but my heart is ſo full - my 
heart would plead—but that it ſhall not, mult 
not. 'Think only of the ſueers of your relations 
how they will ſhun you, aſhamed of, the new con- 
nection you have brought among them—oa-thoſe 
ſolemn days when all the family ſhould be collect- 
ed together, omitting to invite you, ſhaking their 
heads when your name is mentioned, whiſpering 
your ſtory, forbidding their children to play with 
yours, or even to accoft them with familiarity— 
embroidering their arms upon their liveries, paint- 
ing them _ their -carriages, while you muſt 
ride in one humble and unornamented ſcarcely 
recollecting you, ſhould they meet you at a third 
place —or if they ſhou!d condefcend to favour you 
with a word, addreſling you not as a lady of rank, 
but with ſcoraful eountenauces, as the parſon's 
wife — D 
Amelia. Ha! ha! ha! Is that ſo very terrible? 
Paſtor. You laugh? 3 e 

Amelia. Yes; you muſt pardon me, dear tutor, 
For ſeven years was I under your inſtruction, but 
in all that time never were any of your precepts 
advanced upon ſuch ſhallow reaſonings as thoſe 
you have now-uttered. LOST ay df 

Paſtor, I am forry-for that extremely ſorry 

indeed! r: 

Amelia. It rejoices me extremely for 

Piaſtor. (much embarraſſed) For—— ' 
Amelia. For you maſt marry me. 

. Paſſer. Never? oz - * 185 

Amelia. Lou know me well you know that I 
am * untractable; and from a conſtant inter- 
courte with you I ſhall daily improve. I. will 
take all poſſible pains to make you. happy—or 
r :her it ſhall 2 pride to do ſo without exer- 
tion, Together we will live, happx, zruly happy 


in each other, till one of vs. lie down to fleep, 
and then the other ſhall weep, indeed; but that is 
yet far diſtant, Well, then, conſent, elſe thall I 


Paſtor. 


thiok you have no regard for me, 


9 


- 
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rater of à man of honour; but the taſk is often 
hard. Madam, did you but know how much 
you torture Web no, this muſt not, can» 
not bed. Eſhould;/ fink ihto the earth at the mo- 
ment,, 
FEE father. Hire | ; 
Amelia. k will make it m TY 4 
Haar For Heaven's ſake, forbear! To bis M 
herality I owe..my. preſent comfortable ſituation 
tohis-. friendſhip. the happieſt: hours of my life 
and thall J, ungrateful wreteh! miflead tis daugh- 


ers His only child Ob, God! Oh, God! thou 


ius Sainte he cha- 


were I to attempt. ren oe 'A 12 pla ; 


ſeeſt the purity of my intentions! ſupport, me in | 


this confliet., + 


Amalia. My father. wither me io ae | 


wiſhes to ſee —— Log Well then, I will marry. 
I will de happy—but with vou only, Thus will I 
tell m) father and what will de his anſwer ? —At 
the, firſt moment he. will: ſtart, and fay,” © Girl, 
art thou mad !” but ſoon he il recollect himſelf, 
aud, fpilin dd, ** Well, well, in God's name 
beit ſo.“ Shen will I kiſs his hand, ſkip away 


_ From bim, and fly into your arms. It ſhall be told 


about that I am bet rothed ;- the country peop] 
with their wives, from the whole village, wi 
come and. wiſli me jo), and aſ God's blefling upon 
vs both—and God will blefs us. —Certainly, cer- 
tainly he will bleſs us. Ak! ever fince my fa- 
ther returned hither, I have not known what it 
was ſo oppreſſed my heart, but I know it nu 


is now lightened. — his Hand.) 


Paſtor. (wir ſdo awding is Band.) Oh! you. 500 
almoſt deprived me of my fenſes—and of ware, of 
my peace of mind. 

Amelia. No, no, But Ihear fend one on the 


ſtair—1 have jet many things to ſay to you. 


SCENE V. Enter Cukisriax the Butler, an old 
Servant in the Houſe. 


Amelia. (oui Ah! is it you? 1 Git. 


—— 


* 


* 
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_ Chrift. Without vanity be it ſpoken, Chriſtiag 
Lebrecht Goldmann has purſued his way hither 
the moment the happy news reached his ears. 
Anneli (embarra ed) What neus? 
©, Paſpor. (confuſed), He has overheard us 
_ Chrift, A Hichful, pid; ſervant, youug lady, who 
has often carried the lady your mother-in his arms, 
and, without vanity be it ſpoken, has received 
from her many a box on the ear, bath, ny 
joyſul day, flown hither to preſent, his hu 
gratulations, Sing, Oh Muſel on the 
oOccaſion— rike up thy notes; Oh Lyret 
Amelia. Ah} my good Chriſtian, I have no in- 
chination at Fee your muſe or (o 
your lyre. 


3 7 is now the matter? 
Cin. Ah? my noble, bleſſed young lady 
* . 1 day I cannot ſilent be, 85 iv; 71 4 
hut hither muſt command to ice 
Teumpet, violin, and drum, 
As faſt as ever they can come; 
And bid my verſes ſofihy fam, 
1 As waters through the meadows gh. 
Hitherto uo birth-day, or weddiag day, or 
chr Main g or their anniverſaries, been ſo- 
lemnized in the moſt noble Baron's family, which 
has not been celebrated by an offering Gem 
ever ready and obedient muſe. Ia tbe cour 
of '{ix-and-forty years no leſs than three hundred 
pity and (even congratulatory effuſions have 
owed ſrom my pen. To. day, the three hundred 
ninety and eighth ſhalkecho around. Who knows 
how ſoon a folemn marriage affiance. in Chriſt may 
furgiſh, am opportunity for a three hundred ninety 
and ninth !ſ—and then, ba? ha! hal —in ano- 
ther year will come the four hundredtin. 
Amelia, To-day is Friday—that- is the only 
thing remarkable in it, that I gan recollect. 
Crit. Ves, indeed, it is Friday; —but more —in 
the firſt placg, Heaven has been pleaſed to reſcue 
our noble lord the Baron from an imminent dan- 
ger—aad in the ſecond place, it is therefore a day 
of rejoicing. | | | | 
; Amelia. 
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Amelia. Reſcued my father from danger 1— 
What do you mean? 1 12 
Chrift. Even this moment has the buntſman 
Frank arrived in haſte, and advertiſed the congre- 
ated houſehold of his lordſhip of a piece of vil- 
bing which the lateſt poſterity without vanity be 
it ſpoken, never ſhall read without the ſtrongeſt 
emotions of horror. | | 2 
Amelia (anxioufly) Oh! tell it me quickly. _ 
Chriſt. Our moſt noble Baron, and the forei 
Count of the Holy Roman Empire, had ſcarcely. 
One half hour trodden the unbeaten way, 
To ſeek the nimble-footed hare to ſag. 
Amelia. For heaven's ſake, tell it me in proſe! 
Uri. My Lord Baron had already ſhot- one 
hare—for I myſelf have had the honour ef ſeeing 
it; the left fore foot was qune torn to pieces. 
Amelia. (impatientiy) Well, well, but my father! 
Crit. A ſecond hare was already ſtarted, and 
the hounds purſued her with due activity, parti - 
cularly Spadillio, he more than any other diftin= 
uiſhed himſelf, when ſuddenly his honourable 
1 met in the midſt of the held by a 
ſoldier. who demanded alms. Frank, the huntfſ- 
man himſelf, ſaw how the moſt noble Baron with 
inexpreffible kindneſs felt in his pocket, drew out 
a piece of money, and gave it to the beggar But 
the yngrateful, audacious high-way robber, ſud- 
Paul rew his ſword, fell, without vanity be it 
ſpoken, like a mad dog upon his honourable lord. 
ſhip, and had not aur active huntſman haſte ned in 
a moment to his aſſiſtance, I, poor old man, ſhould 
have been under the mournful neceſſit) of com- 
Poſing a funeral elegy, and an epitaph in comme- 
moration of his melancholy exit. A e 708 
Amelia. (terrified) my God! U 
Paſtor. A -high-way robber in broad day- 
lighil— that is extraordinary! j 
riß. I muſt form it into 2 ballad after the 
manner of Bürger. Re ji 


. 
- A 
* * * . 0 
- 
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| tylations to you, 


_ — —— , — * 
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Paſtor. Is not the man taken up? 


Chrift. Yes, indeed he is. The moſt noble Perot 
has commanded, that till further orders, he be con- 


fined in the old rower. Frank ſays he will be here 
immediatel\ : (e eps to the window) I believe, in- 
deed the fun blinds me a little they are coming 
Already —Sing. O muſe; ſtrike up thy notes, 
ler: (he runs out, the others go te the window.) 
Amelia. Never in my life did I ſee a high-way 


| fabber!—he muſt doubtleſs have a terrifying phy- 


fiognomy. 


Paj'or. Did you never ſee the Female Far 


in Lavater s Fragments? 


Amelia. oye! La female Parricide! Can ſuch a. 


monſter exiſt in the world ?—But- look—the young 
man approaches—an intereſting figure indeed !—a 


noble countenance !—yet it is full of ſorrow !==the 


=o man excites” my compaſſion. —No, no; he 
not be a high-way robber }—Oh, fye, fye! ſee 
how the huntſmen thruſt him into the tower! 
hard - hearted wretches !--now they lock the door 


Land now hem is in total darkneſs—what muſt be 


the feelings of the unhappy wreteh! 


Paſtor. (aßde) They can n fare be more * 


; nant than mine. Oh 5 


— 


SCENE VI. Emter the. 
Auel (running up . him * A thouſand congra- 


ear father 

Baron, For God's ſake ſpare. me Old Chriſ- 
tian has been pouring out his congratulations to 
me in Alexandrines all the way u fairs £7 

* Paflor. The ſtory then is 5 indeed; as re- 
lated by the talkalive old ane it appeared whol- 
1y, incredible 

Amelia. © The young, man with the intereſtin ing 
Eequntenance was, indeed, a high - wa robber? 
Baron. Lis true; vet T am/almoſt convinced that 


was ſo for the firſt and laſt time in bis life. 


y friend, (zo the paſtor) it was a moſt fingular 


ACCIdent, 
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accident. The young man begged of me for his 
mother. I. gave him a trifle---I might, perhaps have 
given him more, but the hares were running in mr 
head, and the cry of the hounds filled my ears. You 
know well, that when a man purſues his pleaſure, he 
has no ſenſe of the afflictions of his brethren. In 
ſhort, he wanted more—deſpair was in his whole man- 
ner, yet I turned my back upon him; loſt to himſelf 
he drew his ſword, but I would wager my life againſt 
Amelia's head dreſs, that W is mot his 
trade. 

Amelia. Certainly not. 

Baron. He trembled as he held me by the breaſt, a 
ehild might have knocked him down. "Oh, it was a 
ſhame that I did nat ſuſſer the poor wretch to eſcape. 
My-ſport may perhaps coſt him his life, and I might 
have ſaved it-—ſaved the life of a man for a florin only. 
Ah, that he had not been ſeen by my people ! but the 
bad example !—come with me to my cloſet, good 
Paſtor, we muſt eontrive how we cau- beſt ſave the 
young many for ſhould he be delivered over to the arm 
of juſtice, he cannot be ſaved, (Gaing.) 

Amelia. Dear father, I have had — converſation 
with the Paſtor, 

Baron. Have-you and on the fubjeR of the holy 
marriage ſtate? - 

Amelia: Yes ; I have told him. 

Paſtor. (extremely embarraſſed.) In — of 
my commiſſion | 

Amelia, He will not believe me. 

Paſtor, I have explained to the young lady, 

Amelia, And indeed I ſpoke from my _—_— 

Paſtor. ( pointing to the cloſet.) May 1 reque 

Amelia. But his diffidence 

Paſtor. The reſult of our converſation ſhall be rela, 
ted in your cloſet. 

Baron. What the devil is the matter now; you in- 
terrupt each other, ſo that neither can go on. Ame- 
Ty have you I forgotten all the rules of polite 
nels ?. 


F Amelia. | 


* 
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. Oh, no, ng father but is it not true 
kat you ſaid you would let me marry ___ I onde 


-chuſe? ? F 


Baron. 'Aſſuredly ! 

Amelia. Hear you not, dear Tutor? 

Paſtor, (takes'out his haridkerchief in 1065 * both 
vi i face.) I beg your . y Lord, I am 
not well, Lei. 

Baron. (calls after him) I ſhall — vou! (Going. ) 

Amelia. Stop a moment, dear father ! I have moſt 
n. things to communicate. 

Baron. (ſmiling) Important things! I ſuppoſe you 
want me to-buy you a new fan. Exit. 
Anelia. (alone) A fan— indeed, I think I am in 
want of a fan, . fans herſelf with ber pocket-handker. 
chief) my cheeks burn ſo; but this will nat relieve 
me Ah, my God how my heart beats -I do, in- 
deed TI do, — dearly love the Paſtor; how unfortu- 
nate that he ſhould be taken ill juſt now ;—No, the 
Count ſcarcely deſerves the name of man. When [ 
contemplate my father or the Paſtor, I feel a ſort of 
reverence ; but the Count I feel only diſpoſed to ridi- 
cule. I. ber to the window) "Ihe tower is ftill 


locked. On ke how terrible muſt be ſuch en 


I wonder Whether the poor man has any thin 


eat and drink! (/e beckons * and calls) Olriltſan! 


Chriſtian ! come hither directly l the young man in- 
| *tereſts me know not why, but he does intereſt me; 
"he has hazarded his We "KEW his mother, — does not 


. ag a bad Went. 


-SCENE VII. Aus, Canuerlun. 


. Hacks. Ah, good Chriftan, tell me, have you 
carried the priſoner any thing to eat? 

Chrift. Yes, my moſt benevolent lady! 

Amelia. What have you carried him? | 

+ Chriſt, Good black bread, and fine clear water. 

Amelia. Oh fye are you not aſhamed ?---haſtea 


daft into * kitchou and ber ſome meat from 
| | - the 


om 
he 


; 3 Ys 1 v - . n * b . 7 * by l 
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the cook, then fetch a bottle of wine from the cellar, 
and carry them to him immediately. 

Cbriſi. Moſt. gladly would I fulfil the will of my 
moſt benevolent lady, but at preſent he muſt be con- 
tent with bread and water, for the moſt noble lord ba- 

ron hath expreſsly commanded 

Amelia. Ah, my father only did that i in the fkk 
moments of paſſion. | 

Chriſt. What our noble maſters command in paſſion, 
'tis the duty of a faithful old ſervant, without vanity 
be it ſpoken, to obey in cold blood. 

Amelia. You are a ſtupid fellow !---ſo old, and have 
not yet learnt that ?tis your duty to comfort the unfor- 
2 Give me the ky of the cellar, I will go 12 
ſe | 
Chriſt. I ſolemnly proteſt moſt bleſſed. Lady 

er Give it to me I command you. 

Chrift. (gives her the 9) I muſt go immediately, 
and exculpate myſelf to his honourable Lordſhip, 

Amelia. You may do that with all my heart. 


[Exit . 
brig. (ofter a pauſe, and ſoaking wet LY 
: Each day 10 ar: IN? | | 
ach day to languiſh, « Wl 
Is right affecting | : 
And dejecting. f 
Is then the youthful mind 
To follow good inchig cg | 
Let him ſtill in memoty keep 
"ww 07” old IR look before you * 
Ea, 
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ACT IV. 


SCENE L A Priſon in an old Tower in the - 
| Cale of Wildenbain. . 


Patb nick (alone.) 


I OW can a few moments of anguiſh one hour of 
H devouring miſery ſwallow up all the paſt happi.. 
neſs of a man's life! When I left the inn this morning, 
the ſun juſt rifing, and I fang my morning ſong, oh how 
ebeerful, how happy was II in thought I banqueted 

at the table of joy, —I dreamt with tranſport of the 
firſt re · nion with my mother !—I meant to ſteal along 
the road towards the ſpot where ſhe once dwelt; 
thought how I ſhould creep cloſe by the wall, that ſhe 
might not from the window eſpy my approach; and 
when arrived at the houſe door, how I ſhould ſoftly, 
ſoftly pull the bell. Then in idea, I ſaw her lay aſide 
her work, riſe up and come down, I thought how my 
heart would beat, when I ſhould hear her ſteps upon 
the ſtairs, how ſhe would open the door to me, and I 
ſhould throw myſelf into her arms. But oh, farewell, 
ye air-buiit caſtles, ye vartegated bubbles, ſeen through 
hope's priſmatic glaſs -I returneg ro my native land, 
znd the firſt object which met my eyes was my dying 
mother, my firſt habitation is a priſon, and my firſt 
excurſion will be to. the place of execution. Oh righ- 
teous God | have I deſerved this fate or muſt the ſon 
_ anſwer for the crimes of a father ! But be ſtill, my 

heart entangle myſelf in a labyrinth To ſuffer 
without murmuring, to ſorrow and be filent ! Such is 
he leſſon taught me by my mother, and ſhe hath ſuf- 
tered much !-— Thou, oh God, thou art juſt ! (o 
-Fowards heaven with uplifted bands). 
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SCENE II Euer Anza wits plate of provi jou 
and a bottle of wine. 


+ 


Wem 


Fred. . * at the noiſe) Who's t there? 
Amelia. My good friend, I bring you ſome refreſh- 


ment —you may perhaps be hungry or thirſty. - 


Fred. Alas no! I feel neither hunger or thirſt. - 
Amelia. Here is a bottle of old wine, and ſome 


meat. 
Fred. (eagerly) Old wine! really good old wine? 


Amelia, I do not underſtand much of wine myſelf, | 
but I have often heard wy father lay this wine is a 


true cordial. 


Fred. Ten thouſand, thouſand thanks, n . 
amiable Unknown! You make me a coſtly preſent in- 
deed, in*this bottle of wine.—-Oh haſten, haſten, 
then, moſt benevolent tender-hearted maiden, let it 
be inſtantly diſpatched to the neighbouring village; 


cloſe by the public-houſe ſtands a little cottage, 
where will be found a poor, fick woman —a fainting 


woman, whom, if ſhe yet live, this wine will revive! 


(he takes the bottle from' Amelia's hand, and raiſer it up 


towards heaven. Fs, Oh God! bleſs this liquor! Why 


can I not myſelf ?—/ gives back the bottle ts Amalia 
but no—haſten, haſten then with it, moſt amiable.of 


your ſex ! ſave my mother, and | you will be my guar= 


dian angel, 

Amelia. (nuch affeted) Worthy creature Oh 1 
am right, he cannot be a villain, a murderer! 

Fred. God be thanked, that I aul deſerve to be 
noticed by fo noble a ſoul ! © 

Amelia. I will go myſelf e But le 
me leave this bottle of wine here; I will fetch ano- 
ther for your poor n ( ſhe ſets down the bottle 
and is going. 

Fred. Yet one word many, Let me Know, ſweet 


maiden, who you are, that in my prayers to heaven, 
bered, 


your name may be remem 


> 1 


i 
| 
| 
| 
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Amelia. My father is Baron Wi! Waben, che pol 
feffor of this eſtate. 
Fund. Merciful God! | !— | 
| Feed, (audi is the matter? 3 5 
uddering] And the man aſt whom 
this day drew my — — * | 
Amelia, Was my father? 6 
Reed,” My father!!! 
Amelie. His agitation ahn. me. (She runs aut.) 


SCENE III. Fepunics. (Alone. 


\ 4.6 e repeats "the «word: with agony.) Was my fa- 
e juſtice thou flumbereſt not The 
man againſt whom I drew my ſword this day —was 
my father! A few moments more, and I had been 
a parricide —Oh— hh l an icy coldneſs freezes all 
my limbs my hair ſtands an end —a miſt floats before 
my Gght—Oh for breath-! for breath! (he finks doton 

' an: his ga- long pauſe.) What a tumult does this idea 
raiſe ia my brain !—how the horrid images flit before 

my eyes as elouds and vapours, which every momeut 

change their forms, —And if fate had deſtined him 
thus to be ſacrificed !—had my arm conſummated the 
dreadful firoke !—Great Judge of all things, whole 
| had been the guilt : Would not thyſelf have armed 
the hand of the fon, to avenge. a mother's wrongs 6n 
an unnatural father — Oh Zadig'! Zadig !*—(he is 

tofl for ſome minetes in deep — this maiden 
this amiable, lovely, mexpreſſibly lovely creature, 

-—who has juſſt left — has awakened a new x 

and moſt delightful ſenſation in my breaſty—this love- i 

by creature is my ſiſter And the filly being, the 0 

oxcomb, who accompanied. my father, was he then n 

my brother -an ill: educated boy, Who as it appears h 

to me from his youth conſidered as, the only it 

keir, has been taught to regard nothing but his 

n., his rapk, IN % with his own 


* Referring to E altaire's 1 cove! of 


* Zadig, or the wy of Fate.” 7. 
| | conſequence, | 
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conſequence, while I, his an and my dear mo- 
ther, ſuffer want. 


SCENE IV. Enter Pas ros. 


Paſtor. God preſerve you, my friend! 

Fred. And you too, Sir. Judging by your ap- 
pearance, you are of the church; therefore, alſo a 
32 of peace. You are doubly welcome to me. 

Paſtor. I wiſh to bring peace and tranquillity to 
your ſoul. Reproaches 1 thall ſpare, for your own 
conſcience mult upbraid you more wang than the 
preacher's voice. 

Fred. Oh, you are right [-——Where conſcience 
is ſilent, are you not of opinion, that the crime at eaſt 


is doubtful? 


Paſtor. Or muſt have been perpetrated by a wicked 
and obdurate heart indeed. 

Fred. That is not my caſe. I really would not 
change this heart for that of any prince no, nor 
any N me, Sir, that was not aimed at 


TY Paſtor. And if it was, mildneſs 2othe charakter of 
the religion E teach, 

Fred. J only mean to foy—cher my heart is not 
obdurate, yet my conſeience Svcs not reproach me 


with a crime. 


Paſtor. Does it not deeeive you Self- love ſome- 
times ſupplies the place of conſcience, 

Fred. No! no !—Oh, tis a pity that I am not 
more endued with learning, that J underſtand not 
in what way properly to arrange my ideas, —that I 
can only feel that I cannot demonſtrate !—Yet, let 
me aſk you, Sir, what was my-crime'?—that I would 


have robbed !—Oh, for a few moments put yourſelf 


in m e dave you any parents ? 
* I was carly left an orphan. 
Fred, Pity —pity indeed ! then you cannot fairly 
judge — will I deſeribe my cafe as well as I am 


ble. I _ when one looks around, and fees-how 


nature 


— 
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nature erery where exuberantly pours forth her ample 
ſtores; when one obſerves this ſpectacle, and beholds 


at the ſame time a dying mother by one's fide, who 


with parched tongue faints for a drop of wine—if then 


one rich, and bleſſed with abundance, ſhould paſs by, 


{ 


and change us ſoon into Arabian hordes, 


* bq 
* 5 
- 


F meditated?” 


and ſhould deny the deſpairing wretch a florin, be- 
cauſe—becauſe it would interrupt his ſport—then 
ſuddenly the feelings of the equality of all mankind 
ſhould be awakened in the ſufferer's ſoul, and ſeeing 
himſelf neglected by fortune, he ſhould determine to 
reſume his rights—rights authoriſed by nature, who 


is not unjuſt to any of her children; and ſhould in- 


ſtinctively graſp at a ſmall ſhare of thoſe bounties 
which ſhe preſents to all—Such a man does not plun- 
der, he rightly takes his own. | 
. Paſtor. My friend, were. thele principles univerſal, 
they would cut aſunder every tie that binds fociety, 
Fred. Tis poſſible ! and *tis alſo. poſſible, that we 
ſhould not be more unhappy.—Among the hoſpita- 
ble Arabs my Mother ſhould not have been ſuffered 
to ſtarve on the highway! | 7 
Piaſtor. (much ſurpriſed) Young man, you appear 
to have had an education above your rank, ,, 
Fred, That is foreign to the purpoſe---for what 1 
am, I am indebted to my mother, I would only re- 


. preſent to you, why my conſcience does not accuſe 


me. The judge pronounces ſentence according to the 
letter of the law, the Divine ſhould judge not merely 
the deed itſelf, but the motive which prompted it. 


The Judge might condemn me, but you, oh Sir, 


would inſtantly pronounce my pardon.+--That' the 
2 who picks even the laſt morſel from his phea- 
ant's bones, ſhould leave unmoleſted his neighbour's 
black bread, 222 N e 
Paſtor. Well, young man! fuppoſe I grant your 
bop, grant, 2 perhaps —— 83 
allowed you to take what you could not obtain by ſo- 
licitation, does that alſo exculpate murder, which you 
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Fred. Murder! no, it does not exculpate that. 
Still T-was but the inſtrument of a higher power. In 
this adventure, you only behold one ſolitafy-link of a 
mighty chain, held by an invifible hand. On this 
ſubje& I cannot explain, cannot juſtify myſelf, Yet, 
ſhall I appear with ſerenity before my judge, with 
calmneſs meet my death, convinced that an all-power- 
ful hand intends by my blood, the accompliſhment of 
ſome great racks in the career of fate, | 

Paſtor, It is well worth ſome pains, moſt extraor- 
dinary young man, to be better acquainted with you, 
and perhaps to give a different complexion to many 
of your ideas, If it be paſſble, continue with me 
for ſome weeks, and give me your confidence, Your 
ſick mother I wilt alſo take to my houſe, 

Fred. (embraces Him.) A thouſand thanks for my 

r mother's fake. With reſpect to myſelf, you 

now that I am a priſoner, in expectation of receiv- 
ing ſentence of death. The reſpite which the forms 
of juſtice may afford, uſe at your pleaſure. . | 

Paſtor, You are miſtaken.---You are in the hands 
of anoble-minded man, who honours your filial love, 
eompaſſonates your unhappy ſituation, and heartily 
forgives you what has this day happened. Vou are 
free He ſent me hither to announce to you your li- 
berty, and with a paternal exhortation, a brotherly 
admonition, to releaſe you from your priſon. 
Fred. And the name of this generous man? 

Paſtor; Is the Baron von Wildenhain, @ 

Fred. Von Wildenhain l. (as if he war recolleing 
himſelf) Did he not live formerly in Franconſa“? 

Paſtor. Von are right. Put at the death of his 
Lady, a few weeks fance, he returned to this, his pa- 


* N 2 


2 / , the performance, Alſace, and France, are 
throughout uſed inflead of Franconia; na, reaſon for 
this appears. It was probably a miſtake ariſing from 


the ſubſtantive Franken, i. e. Frantonia, being applied _ 


in modern language to French as an adjedive, inflead of 
Franzoſens T. A 
| F. red. 
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Fred. His wife then is dead -- and that amiable 
girl, who was here juſt before your arrival, is his 
daughter? 
. Paſtor, Yes, ſhe is his daughter, the Lady Ame⸗ 

a. 2. 
Fred. And the perfumed young man is his ſon ? 
Paſtor. He has no ſon, 
Fred. (eagerly) Yes he has! (recolleaing bimſel ) 
I mean the young man who was ſporyng with him 
to-day. | 

Paſtor. No, he is not his "Th 

Fred. (gſide) God be thanked! _ 

- Paſtor. Only a viſitor from” town. 

Fred. I thank you for this information ; ; it is high- 
ly intereſting to me. I alſo thank you for the kind 
trouble you have taken, the philantrophy you have 
ſhewn. It grieves me that I cannot offer you my 
Ferne we equals it might be of ſome va- 


Par. Has not friendſhip this property in com- 
mon with love, that it equalizes all ranks? © 
Fred. No, kind Paſtor, this enchantment is pecu- 
liar to love alone !—Yet I have one more requeſt to 
make Conduct me to the Baron von Wildenhain, and 
pProcure me, if it be in your power, a few minutes 
_ converſation with him in private; I wiſh to thank him 
for his - benevolence, but if any one be with him, I 
-- ſhould be confuſed, and could not . with ſo much 
confidence. 


Faller. Blow x me. By * 25 | [ Exount, 
LE SCENE V. 4 reom in the Colt. 


The BARON * on a 4 aid ſacking 2 Pipe-= 
 AMELI1A-1n converſation with him The CouNnT, 
the Sopha, one moment taking Jax a another bolding a 
Luellig du to bis noſe. _ „ 


Baron. No, no, my chil, let it alone at ET 
0 towards 


ſuch a cordial. 
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towards evening when it growe 8 we wor take 
a walk that way. 

Amelia. It is ſo delightful to do a good 11 
why then ſhould one transfer it to a ſervant? To con- 
fer a kindneſs is a real ; joy, and no one is of too high 
rank for enjoy ment. 

Baron. Simpleton, who ſpoke of rank? That 
was a filly remark which almoſt makes me angry. I 
tell you I have ſent thither myſelf, the woman is bet- 
ter; and in the evening we will take a walk thither 
together. The Paſtor ſhall conduct us. 


" Amelia. (tolerably ſatisfied) Well. as you link . 


e fits docun and takes out her work. 

Baron. (to the Count) It will be a great plea- 
ſure to you, alſo, Count. 

Count. Je n'en doute pas, mon Colonel, the uceur 
and the Bont dame of Mademoiſelle will charm me. 
But what if the good woman ſhould have gotten 
ſome epidemical diſeaſe ? However I have a wvinaigre 
incomparable againſt the plague, -e will at leaſt be 
prepared with that, 

Baron. As you pleaſe, Count. I do not know 
any better preſervative to offer you againſt ennui, than 


Count. Ennui, oh mon Colonel! Who can think of 
ennui in the ſame houſe with Mademoiſelle ? 
Baron. Very gallantly ſpoken !—Amelia, don't 
you thank the Couut. x 
Amelia. 1 thank him, truly. (The Count makes a 


 romplimentary bow.) 


Baron. Tell me, K. did you relide long in 


France ? 
Count. Oh talk not to me of France, I entreat 


you, mon (olonel—yow rend my heart, —My father, 


le barbare, had the ſottiſe to refule me a thouſand 


Loufs-d'ors which I had de/tin? for that purpoſe, It 
is true I was there ſome months—T have indeed ſeen 
that dear place. replete with charms, and ſpite of / 


barbare de pere, I had perhaps been there ſtill, but 
* a Holt unpleaſaut occyrrence, . | 


Baron. | 
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Baron. (/ſneeringly) Probably une affaire d'hon- 


weur | 
Count. Point du tout, but it was no longer a place 
in which a vrai Cavalier would remain with cxedit to. 
himſelf. You have heard of the Revolution! Oh 
yes, you mult have heard of it, for it is the conver- 
ſation of all Europe.—£h bien ! imaginez vous 
I was at. Paris, I went into the Palais Royal, I knew 
nothing at all of what was-paſſing—tout d'un coup, I 
perceived myſelf ſurrounded by a crowd-of dirty rag- 
amuffins, one kicked me on one fide, another 
uſhed me on the other ſide, another thruſt his 
_ fiſts in my face.—I aſked what was the meaning 
of all this? They abuſed me, and cried that T had no 
cockade in my hat—you underſtand me, no national 
cockade. I ſcreamed out that I was Comte du Saint 
Empire. What did they do they abſolutely caned 
me oi d honnete homme they caned me, and a dirty 
Poifſarde gave me a fillip on the noſe indeed there 
were eyen ſome who would have had me a la lanterne / 
— What ſay you to this? what would you have done 
a ma place? I threw myſelf with all poſſible expediti- 
on into my. poſt-chaiſe, and haſtened away with all 
poſlible ſpeed. —/ oila tout ! it is indeed une hiftoire 
Fatheuſe, but nevertheleſs I muſt ever regret the mo- 
ments delicieuſes which I have taſted in that capitale du 2 
monde, and this I muſt ſay, this muſt every one per- t 
ceive, that though indeed, I paſſed but a few'months 
there, mon ſavoir vivre, mon formation, und, le plie, 
which is obſerved in me, perfectly Francoiſe, perfect- 
R Y ( 4 5 - 
Baron. Of that I am no judge, but your language 
does not appear to me German. "3 


Count. Ah, mon Colonel, you pay me a high com- vi 
pliment, 2 r 4 
Baron. I am glad you take it as ſuch, _ p 


Count. Then all my ſains have happily not been taken ba 
.@ pure parte. Far five years paſt have I made every 2 
ſſible effort totally and completely to forget German. to 

| hat ſay you, Madam, is not the German language IW- &' 
entirely devoid of grace, and at beſt, only /ufpportable 


— 


N 
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in ſo lovely a mouth as yours. That eternal guggling 
and rattling in the throat — tout moment---one reels 
---one {tumbles---it does not flow, roll, ſmoothly on 
as par example ; one would make a declaration 
d'amour, one wishes is to be a chef dæuvr eloquence. 
Well, one Nudies it, but, he/as, ſcarcely has one gone 
through a douzaige of words, but the tongue hitches 
now here, now there truſts itſelf firſt one way, then 
the other; the. cet run pile mele againſt one ano- 
ther; the throat quarreis with the root of the mouth, 
and if one did not throw in a few French words to 
ſet all to rights again, one ſhould” run the hazard of 
loſing, irrecoverably, the faculties. of ſpeech. Ze 
convenez vous d cela Mademoiſelle, that this cannot be 
otherwiſe---for' why? we have no gentes celebres, whoſe 
taſte is properly refined, I know, indeed, that at 
preſent the Germans pique themſclves much, ſur la 
gout, la ledure, les belles lettrer. There is a certain 
Monſieur Wieland, who has gained ſome renommez, 
by tranſlating ſome tales from the Mille et une nuts, - 
but mon Dieu, Kill the original is French, 0 
Baron, But what the devil is the matter, Count, 
that you are every moment ſnuffing up your rabac, or 
holding your ſmelling-bottle to your noſe, and drench- 
ing your clothes and my ſopha with Zau de Lavande, 
and making the air in my room ſo fade, that it is like 
the ſhop 4 a French Marchand des modes. na. 
Count. Pardonnez, mon Colonel, but it muſt be 
confefſed that the ſmoke of your tobacco is altogether 


 inſupportable>my nerves are moſt ſenſibly affected 


with it my clothes muſt be hung a month at leaſt 


in the open air to purify them—and I aſſure you, 


mon Colonel, it even gives a tinge to the hair. It is a 
vile cuſtom, whith indeed one muſt pardon in Meffieurs 
de Militaire, becauſe en campagne, they have no op- 
portunity of mixing with the beat monde, and acquir- 
ing the manners of ton. But in the mean time, there 
is no poſſibility of enduring this horrible ſmell any 
longer, Jou m*cxcuſerez, ' man Colonel—but I mult 


So and breathe a little freſh air, and * 


clothes. 


vit. 
8 SCENE 


os THE NATURAL SON 3 
SCENE VI. The Bazox and\AmtLiA. 


Baron. Bravo, my young gentleman —1 En. 
now, however, a means of getting rid of you, when 
I am tired of your twattling. 


Amelia. Dear father, I cannot take him for a buſ- 


band. 

Baron. = child, I cannot take him for a ſon. 

Amelia. (who appears to have ſomething on her 
mind.) TI cannot endure him. 

Baron. Nor I neither. } 

Amelia. What can one do, if one cannot bear the 
man ? 

Baron. Nothing at all, 

Amelia. Love comes and goes unſolicited. 

Baron. It does ſo indeed; 


Amelia. It is often ſcarcely poſlible t: to give a Walon 


why one loves or hates. 
Baron. That may be the caſe. 


Amelia. Yet there are caſes in as: one's incl 


nation, or averſion, are founded upon good grunde 
Baron. Undoubtedly. | 
Amelia. For, example, my ben to the Count. 
Baron. Certainly, 

Amelia. And my Linchkantten towards the Paſtor, 
Baron. Yes. { Both pauſe.) 
Amelia. Probably I may marry. : 
"ip And you ought to marry. (Both pauſe 

< | 

45 a. Why does not our Paſtor marry ? 

Baron. That you muſt aſk him Nmſelf. ( Pauſe 


again.) 
Amelia. (d She beeps ber je 2 o on 2 wor l, 


have a great regard for me. 
Baron. 1 am glad to hear it. 
. . Amelia. And I have alſo a great regard for him. 
* Berun. That is but juſt. (Another pauſe. 7 Fa" 
2 I believe if you were to olter him uy bone 
he would not refuſe it. F 2241 
| fron I believe lo myſelf, 3d 


Jha 4 & ; ; Amelia, 
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1 And I would readily obey you. 
(# W ih particular A Indeed ! ! Are 


you 4 

Amelia. Oh yes! 

Baron. Ha "ha! ha!—well we ſhall ſee ! 

Amclia. ¶ Looking up more cheerfully.) Are you 
really ſerious, dear Father? 

Baron, Oh no! 

Amelia. ( Dejediedly again.) No! 

Baron. No, Amelia—that will not do—to play 
ſuch a pretty romance, like Abclard and Heloiſe, or 
St. Preux and Julie does not accord with our rank, 

and the Paſtor himſelf is too honourable to think of 
ſuch a thing. 

Amelia. You are his benefactor. 

Baron. At leaſt he thinks me ſo, 

Amelia. And can any thing be more honourable 
than to make the daughter of his benefactor happy? 

Baron. But if this "daughter be.a child, and has 
childiſh fancies, and wiſhes to day to poſſeſs a toy. 
which perhaps t to morrow the may throw away in 
ipleen ? [42 

Amelia. Oh no, 3 am 2 ſuch a child ! 

Baron, Liſten to me, Amelia A hundred Fa- 
thers would ſay to you, you are of rank yourſelf, you 
muſt marry a man of rank. — But I do not ſay fo 
my child ſhall not be ſacrificed to prejudice—a wo- 
man never can obtain rank by merits therefore never | 
has reaſon to be proud of it. | 

Amelia. And therefore bas” 

Baron, Therefore I ſay, in God's! name, marry . 
Paſtor, if you do not find among our young men of 
rank, one, who for perſon and endowments of heart 
and wind, eprreſponds with your ideas. There may 
be many of this deſcri tion—many, perhaps—but as 
yet you know too little of men in general, to have 
formed your judgment upon this point. Wait till the 
enſuing winter—we will ſpend it in town—we will 
frequent balls and aſſemblies, perhaps y_ _ then 
think differently, | 

Amelia. 


* 


— 
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Anelia. Oh no!—I muſt firſt know. a man well, 
and may even then be deceived in him. But witK our 
Paſtor I have been fo long, ſo intimately acquainted, 
that I can read his heart as plainly as my catechiſm. 

Baron, Amelia, thou haſt never loved. The Pak 
tor educated you, and you miſtake your ardent grati- 
tude for love, ignorant of what love really is. 

Amelia. You expniney the ſubjeR to me this moru- 
in 

. Did I ſo ?-Well, and my queſtions 

— Amelia, All applied to the Paſtor, as 'if you had 
penetrated the inmoſt receſſes of my heart. 

Baron. Really !---Humph !--Humpb ! 

Amelia. Yes, dear Father I love, and am. alſo 
beloved. 
Baron. Are. alſo beloved =. he told you ſo? 
Amelia. Ves. 
Baron. Eye! fye chat was not right in him. 

Amelia. Oh if you knew how I took him by ſur- 
priſe ? 
Baron. You took him by ſurpriſe? _ 
Amelia. He came by your deſire, to ſpeak to me 


in behalf of the 8 and I told him I never would 


marry the Count. 
Baron. But would marry him ? 
Amelia. Yes, him. 
Baron. Very frank, by my ſoul and what an- 
ſwered he? 
Amelia. He talked to me about my rank, my fa- 
mily, my uncles and aunts-of his duty to you— 
and, in ſhort, would have perſnaded me to think no 
more of this. But my heart a not ſuffer itſelf to 
be perſuaded. 
Baron. That was honourable in 8 proba- 
bly he will ſpeak to me on this ſubject? 


Amelia. No, he ſaid that was impoſſible! 


Baron. So much the better—-then I may be ſuppoſ- 
ed ignorant of the whole affair. ' 


Amelia, But J aſſured him. —ihat 1 would ſpeak 
* N 


— 


Baron. 


n 
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Baron. So much the worſe—that embarraſſes me 
exceedingly, 

Amelia. And now I have done as I ſaid L would, 
Baron. Truly you have. 

Amelia. Dear Father ! 

Baron. Dear Child! 

Amelia. See the tears will come into my eyes. 

Baron. ( Turning from her.) Suppreſs them! 
(Bo h pauſe; Amelia riſes from her ſeat, and bends 
downwards, as if looking for ſomething.) What — 
you look for ? ; 

Amelia. J have loſt my needle, 

Baron, Puſhes back FH ſeat and bends forwards to 
I ber.) It cannot be gone ſo far. 

Amelia. ( Approaches and falls N on his neck.) 
My dear Father! 

Baron. Well, and what now? 

Amelia. T bis one requeſt !-— 

Baron. Let me go !—You make my checks v wet 


with your tears ! 


Amelia. T-never can love any other—never can be 
happy with any- other. | 

Baron. Buffoonery, Amelia \—Childiſhneſs be 
a good girl! (he firoaks her cheeks.) Sit down again! 
—we will talk more of this another time—it is not a 
matter that needs ſuch great haſte—there is no occaſi- 
on far an extra- ; nan] upon the ſubject, The knot that 
binds you together is tied in a moment—the ſtate of 
wedlock endures for years. Many a girl ſheds tears, 
becauſe ſhe thinks ſhe _—_ have her lover, and if 
ſhe attain him at laſt, perhaps, ſheds tarrents of tears 
that ſhe can never * releaſe "Fas: him. TION — 
relieved thy heart of its oppreſſive burden, a 
Father now bears it in his—bears it for thee, (re 

ear Amelia.—So ſmall a wound time will nk ary | 
or if it do not, then thou may'ſt chuſe thy phyſician, 

Amelia. My dear, kind Father ! 

Baron. Aye truly, had thy Mother been * thou 
wouldeſt not have eſcaped ſo cafily—ſbe would have 
clung to the ſixteen generations, which ſhe numbered 


as, her anceſtors, 
G3 SCENE 


1 


Tye bleſling, my fr 


2 robbing is a bad trade. There is a Louis- dor ſeek 
ſome creditable employment, and if I hear that you 


beral man; free in parting with your money—not 
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., SCENE VII. Enter the Pasros. 


"Hes. You are come opportunely. | 
Paſtor. In conſequence of your order, my "EY 
T have releaſed the young man from his priſon. He 
is in the anti-chamber, and wiſhes to return you his 
thanks in perſon, | 

Baron. I am pleaſed to hear it—T muſt not ſuffer 
him to depart empty-handed, I would not confer be- 
nefits by halves. 

Paſtor. He intreats a few words with you in pri- 
vate. 
Baron. In private---Wherefore? - 0 
P gſtor. He pleaded his confuſion in the preſence of 
witneſſes, Perhaps he has ſome diſcovery to make, of 
which he wiſhes to relieve his hcart, 


a SS © ww 


Baron. Well, be it ſo !—Retire Amelia, remain t 
in the anti-chamber with the Paſtor. I with after- % 
wards to ſpeak to you both, (Amelia withdraws— } 
the  Paſtur opens the _ introduces Frederick, and 

| __) ** F 


SCENE VIII. Bakxon and Fasbanbck. 


Baron. e him.) Depart with God's 
end, you are free! J have ſent to your 

mother, ſhe is better, for her ſake I pardon you, but 

heware of 4 repetition of your offence ; bite | 


© ks, obs © + — =» ay 


are diligent and orderly in your behaviour, my dpors 

and my purſe ſhall always be open pb aſſiſt you. Go, 

my friend, and heaven ſupport you! h 
Frederick. (Taking the Louis. d'or. ) You are a li- 


ſparing. of your good advice. But I have a ſtill 
greater favour to entreat of you. Lou are a rich 
man, a man of influence, affift me to obtain Juſtice 
againft an annatural Father! | 


Baron. How |--who is your Father? : 
Fred. (with anguiſh.) A man of rank, lord of 
much land, and over many tenants—eſtcemed 9 
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court —honoured in the ſtate beloved by his peaſants 
—bertevolent, noble-hearted, generous 

Baron. And yet ſuffers his Son to want ? 

Fred, Yet ſuffers his Son to want ! | 

Baron. Doubtleſs not without reaſon. You were 
perhaps a wild young fellow, libertine in your prin- 
ciples and practices, gamed, kept a miſtreſs, and 
your Father therefore, thought that following the 
drum for a few years might have good effect in cor- 
recting irregularities. ' And if this be really the caſe, 
I cannot think your Father has done wrong. 

Fred. You miltake, Sir, my Father knows me 
Fr 8 has ſeen me he caſt me off even before my 
birth. * . 1 

' Baron, Hoi! | 

Fred. The tears of my Mother are all the inheri- 
tance.I ever received from my Father, Never has he 
enquired after me, never concerned himfelf whether I 
had exiſtence. | EE 

* That is bad! (much confuſed) very bad in- 
4E * | 

Fred. I am the unhappy offspring of a ftolen 
amour. My poor ſeduced Mother has educated me. 
amidſt ſighs and anguiſh—with the labour of her hands 
ſhe gained a ſufficiency to enable her, in ſome degree, 
to cultivate my heart and mind—and I think I am, 
through her care, become a man, who might be a 
ſource of joy to any father. But. mine, willingly 
forgoes this-pleaſure, and; his conſcience leaves him 
at eaſe reſpecting the fate of his unhappy child. 

Baron. At caſe !—-Oh if his conſcience can be at 
eaſe under ſuch circumſtances, he muſt be a hardened 
villain indeed! CY TEMES | - 

Fred. As I grew up, and wiſhed no longer to be a 
burden upon my indigent mother, I had no other 
reſource but to aſſume theſe garments, and I entered 
into the ſervice of a volunteer corps—for one illegal- 
ly born cannot be received as an apprentice by any 
- tradeſman or artiſ. 
Baron. Unfortunate young man! 


Fred. 
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Fred. Thus, amidft turmoils, paſſed the early years 
of my life—care and forrow are the companions na-. 
ture gives to the maturer man, To the thoughtleſs 
youth ſhe generally gives pleaſure, and through its 
enjoyment, ſtrengthens the mind againſt future days 
of trouble; but the joys of my youth, were coarſe, 
harſh bread, with pure water, and ſtripes from the 
ſerjeant's hand. Yet, what ſignifies that to my Fa- 

- ther!—his table is ſplendidly ſet out, and to the 
liſhes of 'conſcience hs is inſenſible. . 
Baron. (Aſide.) This young man wrings my 
„a 8 | 
Fred. After a ſeparation of five years, from my 
Mother, I this day returned home, full of love for 
the country which contained that dear parent — full of 
the ſweeteſt dreams —of the moſt pleaſing pictures 
imagination could form. I found my poor mother 
ſick reduced to beggary—not having eaten for two 
days no bundle of ſtraw on which to lay her head —no 
ſhelter againſt rain or ſtorms no compaſſionate heart 
to cloſe her eyes no ſpot whereon to die in peace. 
But what does that concern my father? He has a 
fine caſtle, oops on ſpft beds of down, and when he 
dies, the miniſter of religion will in a pompous fune- 
ral ſermon, hand down to poſterity his many chriſtian 
E L boy 
Baron. ( ſhuddering.) Young man, what is thy 
vo father's name ? 1 i 
; Fred. That he abufed the weakneſs of a guiltleſs 
maiden,—deceived her, through falſe oaths--that he 
gave exiſtence to an unhappy wretch, who muſt curſe 
him for the fatal gift---that he has driven his only ſon 
almoſt to parricidg---Oh theſe are trifles--and when 
the day of reckoning comes, may all be paid by a 
8 piece of gold !---(ehrows the Louis- d or at *r Baron: 
. 1 Fer. 
Baron. (Half diftraed.) Young man, tell me thy 
„b ne. 0 3 
Fred. Baron Wildenhain! (The Baros ftrikes. bis 
forehead with both hands, and remains fixed to the ſpot 
where he flands, Frederick proceeds with violent emo- 


| tion.) 
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fon.) Yes, in this houſe, in this very bn, perhaps, 
was my mother beguiled of her virtue, and I was be- 


- gotten for the ſword of the executioner. And now, 


my Lord, I am not free---I am your priſoner--I will 
not be free.—T am a highway-robber--loudly do 1 
accuſe myſelf as ſuch---you ſhall conſign me over to 
the hand of jultice---ſhall conduct me to the place of 
execution you ſhall hear how the prieſt ſeeks in vain 
to calm my mind---ſhall hear how in deſpair, I curſe 
my father---ſtall ſtand by me as the head falls from the 
trunk-—and my blood-—your own blood ſhall ſprin- 
kle your garments ! | 

Baron. Oh hold! hold! . 7 

Fred. And when you turn from this "Fe and 
deſcend from the ſcaffold---there at its foot ſhall you 
find my mother, even at the moment that ſhe draws 
her laſt breath-—ſighs out her ſoul in 3 ! 

Baron. Inhuman ! hold! 1 * 

| [The ASTOR ruſbes in haſti 

Paſtor. Heaven's what 18 the ro roſs — 2 
paſſioned words!—what has been paſſing here? young 
man, I hope you have not attempted--- _. 

Fred. Yes, ſir, I have attempted to take your office 
ſrom your  hands—I have made a finner tremble ! 
( pointing to the Baron.) See there-—thus after a lapſe 
of one and twenty years, the injuries ariling from 
inordinate paſſions, are revenged.— I am a murderer, 
I am a highway-robber-—but what I feel in this 
moment is- tranſport, is bliſs, compared with the 
thorns which lacerate his breaſt, I go to ſurrender 
myſelf up to juſtice, and then at the throne of heaven - 
will I appear a bloody witneſs againſt this man, Exit. 


SCENE IX.—The Bazxon—the Pas rox. 


Paſtor. For heaven 's-ſake Nr. is the matter ? —I 
cannot underſtand.--- 

Baron. Oh he is my ſon! he is ay fon — 
my friend, adviſe me—aſſiſt me, haſten to the poor 
ſick woman in the village — Frank will _ you the 
wy een !.—ob. haſten !— 

1 ä Paſtor. 


g * 
* 


— 
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Paſtor. But what am I to do! 
Baron. Oh God !—your own heart muſt inſtruct 
you ! (Exit the Paſlor—the Baron proceeds with 


" great emotion, holding his head with both his hands.) 


Am T in my ſenſes?—or are theſe only viſions of 
fancy ?—T have a ſon, a brave, a noble youth, and I 
have not yet claſped him in my arms, have ndt yet 
preſſed him to my heart call. Rodolph i. ¶ Enter a 
Huntſman.) Where is he? | | 


__ Huntſman. Who, my Lord the highway-robber ? 


Baron, Sluggard !—the young man that, even now 
went hence ! . 
Huntſman. He is going before the juſtice—we have 
ſent aſter the conſtable. | | 
Baron. Let the conſtable be kicked down ſtairs 
when he,comes—let no one dare lay hands upon the 
young man, - 8 78 
Huntſman. { ſurpriſed. ) Very well, my Lord. ( going.) 
Baron. Stay, Rodolph! 5 . 
Huntſman. Moſt noble Lord! "Si? 
Baron. Conduct the young ſoldier into the green 
room by the dining-hall, and attend upon him as his 
ſervant. | & 2 
Huntſman. The count von der Mulde lodges there, 
my Lord. | 
Baron, Let him be kicked out, and ſent to the 
devil—{( The Huntſman flands ferences not knowing 
what he. ſhould do, the Baron walls eagerly backwards 
end forwards.) I want no ſon-1n-law !—I have a ſon 
-—a ſon who. ſhall- continue my name, and inherit my 


eſtates—a ſon in whoſe arms I will die.—Yes, I will 


atone to him for all-—-T will ſuffer no falſe ſhame to 


. reſtrain me !-— All my tenants, all my ſervants, ſhall 


know it ;—know that J could forget my child but 


| that Tam not hardened in my guilt, Rodolph ! 


Huntſman. My*Lord ! 2 | 2 
. Baron. Conduct him hither ! —entreat him to come 


in, and let all who ate in the anti- chamber come with 


him. {Rodolph goes out.) Oh ! my heart Wbat 
is it thus makes my blood ruſh through my viens, that 


from the crown of my head even to the ſole of my foot, 


1 am 
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Lam pulſation all over l Tis joy !—joy !--joy !— 
joy wholly un derited by me. ?Frederich. King ſur- 
rounded by a number of ſervants, the Baron ruſhes 
towards him.) He comes Oh let me claſp thee 
to this heart! {He throws himſelf upon FredericÞs 
neck, and claſþs him in hit arms.) My ſon! !!?: 


„ 


SCENE I. The Cottager's room, as in the ſecond Aa. 
W1LHELMINA, the CoTTAGER, and his Wirz. 


WILHELMINA. 


OOD Father, go out once more, and ſee whether 

he be not coming, | =” $4 

Cottager. That will not bring him, good woman !— _ 

I am but this moment-come in, and have looked about 

every where, ad can fee nobody. 1 

Wife, Only have a little patience—who knows 

whither he may be gone ? 

Cottager. Ves, indeed, he may be ftraggled into 

the town. | | 


Wife. True, buſband but he won't get much by. 


that; people are hard-hearted enough in the town. 


Milbel. Vet go once more, I entreat you, father ! 
Perhaps he may ſoon come now. 2 
Cottager. Directly !—to oblige you! [ Exit. 
_ Wife. If your ſon did but know what God has been 
2 to ſend in his abſence, he'd have been here 
ng ago. | IP: 0 
Wilkel. I am ſo anxious. 
Wife, How — anxious! One who has ſuch a purſe 
full of money cannot be anxious in mind that is to 
lay, if ſhe come by it honeſtly. * * 
49. tu hel. 
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zel. Where can be ſtay ſo long fle has 9 


| gone already fonr hours. Some misfortune muſt have 
happened to him. | 


Wife. No, n SOAR misfortune ſhould ha 


Ir is ſtill br y-light. Be cheery, and 
heart; we'll hrs a good ſupper at e = 
may ee a long time upon that money, and do what- 


ever yon pleaſe, —Is it not true that our Baron is a 
une noble gentleman. 


MWilbel. How can he have learnt that I was here? 


Wife. Nay, that heaven only knows !—Mr, Frauk 


was ſo ſecret. 
Withel. {Half a aſide, ) Dves he then know me ? = "Bl 


It muſt be Ag, elſe he would not have been auf very 


Eberal,. IX 
Wife, 1 dont think that An * . 
is kind both to thoſe he knows, and to ſtrangers. 
{ The Cottager re- enters, ſcratching his Bead. 


Miel. (as ſoen er Joe feet Him, Wen Rall no 


tidings. 
© Cottager. One might gape tilt one was bind, and 
not ſee him at laſt. 
Vilbel. Ah, God Rees FI can come e of this “ 


- © Cottager. I ſaw our ous Paſtor ian round the 
_ corner there. ENG 


Wilbel. Coming bither ? 

Cottager. Who knows ?!——he r comes 
biber once in three or four b | to one after 
us. birt IE 1 346 

Wife. Ves, he is very attentive in viſting all his 


pariſhioners, and then he atks how we go on with our 
employments, and-how we live among each other. — If 


there's any quarrels or diſcontents among us, he makes 
them up; if any poor man is in great want he 
afſilts him. You know, huſband, how lately he 


a ſent one of his cows to the lame Michael. 


Cottager. Yes, he ſent him the beſt ii, ew out 
of his yard. God bleſs him for it'! n 
. God bleſs hmm FL Fe 


z 
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SCENE II. Enter the Pas ron. 


Puſtor. God bleſs you, my children! 

Cottager and Wife, Thank you kindly, Sir! 

Cottager. You are kindly welcome to us indeed. 

Wife. (reaches a chair, which ſbe wipes with her 
W Pray ſit down! 

Co/tager. The weather is warm, let me fetch * a 
glaſs of beer. 

Wife. Or ſome nice juicy pears, 

Paſtor. I thank you, good people, but T am not 
thirſty. You appcar to have viſitors. 

Cottager, Ah! dear Sir, ſhe isa poor woman, very 
ſick and weak—we took her in here from the road. 

Paſtor. God will reward your goodneſs, 

Cottager. He has rewarded it already. We are as 
happy and joyful to, day, as if we were going to the 
wake to· morrow—an't we Bet ? (Heldt out his hand to 
his wife.) 


Wife. Yes huſband ! ( takes his bend and ſhakes 


it heartily.) 


Pofur: to (Wilhelmina.) Who are you, good wo- 
man! 
ite 1 — Ah, Sir —(in @ half whiſper) Oh 


that we were alone! ] 


Paſtor (to the Cottager) Be ſo kind, John, as to 


| leave me alone with this woman for-a few minutes 
J wiſh for ſome private converſation with her, 


Cottager. Do you hear, Bet ! come along. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE III. The Pr and WILHELMINA. 


Paſtar. Well, wy. good woman, we are alone. 
Milbel. Before I tell you what I was, and who I 


am, allow me to aſk you ſome — Are you 


a native of this country? 
Paſtor. No, I came from Franconia. a 
Wilhel, Did you know the 18 old Paſtor, your 
predecefior ? 
Paftar. No. 


0 Wilket 
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Wilkel. (inquifitively) You really then do not know 


any particulars of my unhappy ſtory, and it was merely 


chance that brought you hither ? 


* 


Paſtor. If you are, indeed, the perſon I ſuppoſe 
you, and whom I have ſo long ſought, your ſtory is 
not wholly*unknawn to m. N.. 

Wilhel, Whom you ſuppoſe ? — and whom you have 
To long ſought ?—who then gave you"ſuch a com- 
miſſion ? . ä 
1 Paſtor. A man who intereſts himſelf deeply in your 

ate. | A 3 5 
Milbel. Indeed Oh quickly tell me chen whom 
do you ſuppoſe me to be? _ WES 

Paſtor.» Wilhelmina Boettcher, 

Wilhel. Les, I am the unfortunate, ſeduced Wilhel- 


mina !—and'the man who takes ſo deep an intereſt in 
my fate---I ſuppoſe is Baron Wildenhain---he who 


robbed me of my innocence---the murderer of my 


ent ber by the 


father---who for twenty years conſigned me and his 
child to miſery, and who now hopes to atone for all, 
by a deſpicable purſe of gold. (Draws out the. purſe 

Baron) T know not with what view 
you may now come hither, whether to repthach, or to 
conſole me; or whether to ban 


— carry back this purſe to the man who has ruined me 
— tell him, that my virtue was not to be bartered for 


gold ·-that gold cannot repay me for my loft peace of 
mind, nor can the curſe of an aged parent be redeemed 


by gold. Tell him, that the poor ſtarving Wilhelmina, 


though clothed in beggar's rags, is ſtill too proud in 


ſpirit to receive benefits from her ſeducer. We have 
no feelings now in common with each other — he deſ- 
piſed my heart with equal contempt I ſpurn his 

old !---he has trampled me under foot trample 


under foot his gold. (She throws the purſe diſdainſull 
e 


upon the ground.) But he ſhall be left to his re 
---wholly to his repoſe---he ſhall live as hitherto, in 


mirth and cheerfulneſs, nor ſhall the ſight of Wilhel- 
mina embitter his pleaſures, As ſoon as I have ſome- 


what 


iſh me from theſe borders, 
that my preſence may not be a reproach to the volup- 
tuary---but one requeſt I have earneſtly to make you ! 
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what recovered my ſtrength, I will for ever leave the 
place, where the name of Wildenhain, and the grave 
of my poor father, bow me to the ground; and tell 


him that I knew not he was returned from Franconia, 


knew not,ghat he was ſo near me !-—Affure him ear- 
neſtly of this, or he may believe that I came hither in 
ſearch of him.---Oh he muſt not believe that And 
now, Sir, you ſee that your preſence, the obje& of 
your viſit, have exhaufted my little ftrength,---I know 
not how to ſay more---I know not what more he whe 
ſent you can require of me, (with indignation.) Yet 


one thing farther, perhaps the Baron has recollected, 


that he once promiſed me marriage that on his knees 
before me, he called on God to witneſs his vows, and 
pledged his honour for their performance but tell him 
not to be uneaſy on that =ccount, for the remembrance 
has long ſiuce been baniſhed from my boſom. 

Paſtor, 1 have liſtened to you with patience, that J 
might learn your whole ſentiments of the Baron, and 
your own peculiar ways of thinking. In this unpre- 
pared moment, when your full heart overflowed, you 
doubt'eſs have not diſſembled, and I rejoice to find you 
a woman of the nobleſt fenuments, worthy of the 
higheſt atonement that à man of honour—-a man of 
ſtrict honour can make you. With what ſatisfaction 
therefore, can I eoxre& an error, which, has perhaps, 
occaſioned much of the hitterneſs you have expreſſed 
againſt the Baron. Had he known that the fick wo- 
man in this cottage was Wilhelmina Boettcher,. and 
had ſent to her this purſe, he had deſerved that his 
own ſon ſhould” be his murderer 1---but no! believe 
me, no!---this has he'npt done. Look me in the 
face, my profeſſion demands confidence, but, inde- 
pendently of that, you ſurely would believe me inca- 


- pable of a falſhood --and T do ſolemnly aſſure you, 


that it was chagce alone, made you the object wt his 
bounty, which he believed was exerciſed towards an 
entire ſtranger. | 


Wilkel. How, Sir Would you perſuade me, that 


| ſuch a pre ſent as this was the effe& of chance — Ton 


I A | | ſtranger 
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1 one ſends a florin, a dollar, but not a purſe 


* or. 1 grant ĩt is extraordi bebe the HOocaſi⸗ 
. bn was extraordinary. Your ſon--- 

Vilbel. What! my Son? 

Paſtor. Be calm, An afſe&ionate Son begged for 
his Mother that affected the Baron. | 

Wilhel. Begged of the Baron !--of his Father! 
Piafſlor. Even ſo !---but underſtand, that neither 

Knew the other---and that the mother 0 this 
prelent for the ſake of the ſon. 

, Wilhel. Knew not each other !---And where i is my 
1 
Paſtor. At the callle. #* 

.. Wilhel. Aud ſtill they are unknown to each other? 

Paſtor. No---all is now revealed, and I am ſent 
hither by the Baron, not to an unknown ſick- woman, 
but to Wihelmina Boettcher, not with money, but 
with a commilſian to act as my own heart ſhall & 
tate. 
| Wilkel, Your heart Goh Sir, pledge not your 

feelings for thoſe of this obdurate man !---Yet will 
the woman forget, what ſhe has ſuffered for his ſake, 
if he only will atone for it to the mother---the wo- 
man will pardon him, if he deſerve the Mother's 
thanks. FA what ſtate then is my Frederick---how 
has the Baron received him.? | 
\ Paſtor. I left him overcome by violent emotions— 
it was even then the moment of diſcovery---nothing 
was yet. decided-—-yet, doubtleſs, at this inſtant the 
ſon is claſped in his father's arms. 1 will warrant that 
* his heart--- 

Wilhel, Again his keart l- -beavens how is the 
keart of this man thus ſuddenly chauged ?---for twen- 
ty fears deaf to the voice of nature !-— _ 
aftor. Lou do him injuſtice !---hear before you 
| judge him. Many errors appear to us at the firſt view 
deteſtable---but if we knew all that led to them, all 
the intervenin " circumſtapces which inſenſibly prompt- 
ed to the deed, all the trifles whoſe influence is ſo im- 


perceptible, and yet ſo great, how mip ht our opinions | 
E | be 


th, . | g 
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be altered. Could we have accompanied the offender 
ſtep by ſtep, inſtead of, as now, i only the firſt, 

the tenth, and the twentieth, often indeed, ſhonld 
we exculpate, where we at preſent: condemn. Far be 
it from me to defend the Baron's miſconduct, but 
this I dare aſſert, that even a good man may once in 


N his life be guilty of a lapſe, without deſerving to for- 
feit entirely his wars for goodneſs, - Where is 
. the demi-god, who can dare to vaunt, my conſcience 
. is clcar, pure as falling ſnow !---and if ſuch a boaſt. 
er live, for God's fake truſt him not, he is far more 
dangerous than a repentant ſinner. Pardon my diffuſe- 
F ; neſs ;---in a few words you ſhall now have the Baron's 
| ſtory ſince your ſeparation.---At that time he loved 
5 you moſt ſincerely, but the fear of his rigid mother 
. prevented the fulfilment of his vows. The. war re- 
called him to the field, where he was ſeverely wound- 
. ed, made a- priſoner, and for a whole year was con- 
fined to his bed, unable to write to you, or to obtain 


any information 4 you---Then did your 
4 image firſt begin to grow fainter in his mind. In 
n conſequence of his dangerous wounds, he was carried 
from the field of battle to a neighbouring manſion, 
the owner of which was a man of rank and benevo- 


L lence, poſſeſſed of a large eftate, and the father of a 
- beautiful daughter. The maiden vas - particularly 


pleaſed with the young man, ſcarcely ever left his. bed- 
fide, nurſed him like a filter, and ſhed tears for his 
| ſufferings, to which the Baron's heart could not be 
p inſenſible. Philantrophy and gratitude knit the 
bands, which death tore aſunder but a few weeks firice. 
Thus was the remembrance of you obliterated. He 
1 exchanged his native country for a noble reſidence in, 
Franconia ; he became a huſband, a father, and em- 
ployed himſelf in the. improvement of his eſtates - na 
object that he beheld reminded him of you, nor could 
any thing revive your image in his mind, till his life 
l became imbittered by domeſtic feuds. Too late he 
diſcovered in his wife, a proud, imperious woman, a 
ſpoiled child poſſeſſing a ſpirit of contradiction, and 
pertinaciouſly adhering to her own opinions. She 
N . ſeemed 
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ſeemed to have reſcued him from death, merely to 

' torment him to death herſelf. Chance at that time * 
conducted me to his houſe gained his friendſhip--- 

I became the inſtructor of his only daugliter, and was 
foon admitted to his confidence. Oh how often has 
he with a. diſtreſſed heart, ſaid, © This woman re- 

\ venges on me the wrongs of my Wilkelmina.””--- 

- How often has he curſed, the wealth, which his wiſe 
brought him, and in fancy enjoyed a leſs brilliant, 
but more happy lot, in your arms. When at length 
this living became vacant, and he offered me the cure, 
the firſt words with which he accompanied the propo- 
ſal were * my Friend, there will you learn what is 
become of my Wihelmina.”.--Every letter that I at- 
terwards received from him, contained this exclamati- 
on- Still no tidings of my Wilhelmina!“ - Theſe 
letters are now in my poſſeſſion you may ſee them, I 
never was able to diſcover the place of your abode, 
fate prevented it---having in its view this more im- 

$ portant day. 2 8 | 

Wilbel. You have affected me much---and the emo- 

tions which I feel preſs conviction to my heart, 
How will all this end ?---What now is to become of / 
© 5; wm * 7 
Paſtor, The Baron did not indeed Ggnify to me his 
intentions ſhould you be found, but your wrongs ve- c 
mand atonement, and I know but of one way in 
. which it can be made;-—Exalted woman ! If your © 


— OE 


ſtrength permit you to accompany me- my carriage 
waits---the road 1s ſhort and ealy, | 2 
Wilbel. I go with you? Go before the Baron in 
theſe rags? | 
| N And wherefore not? 
MWilbel. Will they not reproach him? | 
Paſtor. Noble- minded woman I- come with me 1 
then; we will ſtop at my houſe; my ſiſter will quick- 
ly furniſh you with clothes. | | 
7 But ſhall I God my Frederick at the caf- 
- \Paſiar, Moſt certainly! h 
3 | | Vilbel. 2 
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Wilbel. (ing.) Well !---for his ſake then I will 
fubmit to this arduous taſk !---He is the only branch 
on which 5 hopes ſtill bloſſom the reſt are all wi- 
thered, dead !.--But where are my good Hoſt and 

Hoſteſs, that I may take my leave, and thank them? 
= Paſtor. (takes up the purſe, goes to the door and calls.) 
Here, Neighbour !---John ! 


SCENE IV. Euter Corraces . his Eye: 


Coitager. Here I am 
Wife. Thank God, ſhe is upon her legs, once 
more ! I am heartily glad of it. 
Paftar. Yes, good people, I will take this woman 
with me—-ſhe will have better accommodations. 
Cottager, Yes, indeed !---ſhe is but badly off here. 
Wife. We were glad to do the beſt we could for 
her, but we could do but forrily after all, 
Paſtor. You have acted like worthy peaple--take that 
as a reward for your kindneſs ! (Offers the purſe to the 
Cottager, wvho puts his hands before him, plays with his 
Angers in his waiftcoat, looks at the money, and 
his head.) Will you not take it? (Offers it 10 the wife ; 
/be plays with her apron, looks at it with hatf-averted 
cyes, and ſhakes ber bead.) What is your objection ?. 
Cottager. Pray don't take it amiſs, good Sir; I 
can't think of bong paid for doing my duty. 
Wiſe. (Looking up to heaven. ) There we look for 
our rew: 
Paſtor. (laying a hand on the ſboulder of each, much 
Heded.) That you will !---Heaven bleſs you both! 
Wilbel. You will not refuſe my thanks? 
Cottager. You are kindly welcome. 
Wife. Yes, you are heartily welcome, 
IWilhel. Farewell, kind people {fs ſhakes them 
both by the hand.) 
Cottager. Farewell, * —1 hope you'll ſoon 
de better. 0 2 
Wife. And i you ever come this pray call in. 
Paſtor. God preſerve you ! ( Ofere bis arm to Wu. 
helmina, <vhbo tales hold of it, wipes the tears from her 
95 and ſupports herſelf . a flick in the other hand.) 

Coitager. 
' 


% 
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Cottarer. PE RT] good Paſtor ! (Pulls off -his . 
and maler many ſcrapings cvith his foot.) 
© Wife. And I thank you kindly for this viſit. 

Both. And we hope that you will come again ſoon, 
(T hey go to the door with the Paſtor and Wilhelmina.) 

Coliager. (taking his wife by the hand.) Well, Bet, 
what thihk you? How. ſhall we ſleep to-night? 

Wife. ( pre . ing his Sond. ) As ſound as tops. 
[Exeunt. 


— 


SCENE V.—4 Room in the Caſtle. 


The Baron fits on a ſophaz exhaufled by various emotions © 
— Frederick ſtands ly, bending over. him, and Pre ing 
one of the Baro s hands between his. 


Baron. So, you have really ſeen ſervice—ſmelt gun- 
powder—Pd lay my life, young man, that as Frede- 
rick von Wildenhain, you had been ſpoiled both by 
Father and mother ; but as Frederick Boettcher, you 
are grown to be a brave fellow. Thou haſt hitherto 
been expoſed to hardſhips. and dangers thy youthful 
path has not been ſtrewed with roſes! Well, well, 
Frederick, it ſhall be otherwiſe now the fature hall 
reward thee for the paſt. The opprobrium of thy 
birth ſhall be removed—Indeed it ſhall. I will pub- 
licly acknowledge thee as my only ſon, and as heir to 
=y eſtates What ſay*ſt . to this? | 

Fred. And my mother? 

Baron, Oh, fear not that ſhe ſhall dare l— Thon 
canꝰ'ſt not fappoſe that thy father will do things by 
halves. Knoweſt thou not that Wildenhain is one of 
the beſt eſtates in this country, and only a mile from 
hence lies Wellendorf, a little eſtate of mine ? Beſides, 
through my wife, God reſt her foul ! | I have three 


large manors in Franconia. 


Fred. But my mother ? 
Baron. I was going to Tay, that your mother ſhall 
have her choice of an abode. If ſhe does not like 
Franconia, ſhe may remain at Wellendorf, There is 
a neat houſe, neither too large nor too ſmall—a pretty 
ee and in a get en ſnort, a _ 
„ 


at 
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diſe in miniature. There ſhall ſhe want for nothing 
there ſhall a happy old age ſmooth the furrows 
which a youth of ſorrow has made in her cheeks. | 

Fred. ( flarting back) How? 

Baron. Yes, ingeed! —And you know, Frederick, 
as the diſtance is not great, in the morning, ſhould we 
be inclined to make your mother a viſit, 'tis only ts 
ſaddle the horſes, and we can be there in an hour. 

Fred. Indeed !—And by what name fhall my mo- 
ther be called ? | 

Baron, (confuſed) How ? | 

Fred. Is ſhe to be confidered as your houſekeeper, 
or your miſtreſs ? | 

Baron. Fool! 8 | | 

Fred. I underſtand you !—and will withdraw my- 
ſelf, my father, that you may have time to conſider of 
your reſolution ; only I aſſure you, by all that is moſt 


dear, molt ſacred to me, (nor can any thing ſhake my 


determination) that my fate is inſeparably united to 
my mother's—it mult be Withelmina von Wudenbain, 


and Frederick von Wildenhain, or Wilhelmina Bo- 
ettcher and Frederick Böettche. [Ei. 


Baron. Sol What would he theg —Surely he 


does not mean that I ſhould marry his mother 


Young man ! young man! thou mult not preſume to 


- preſcribe laws to thy father !—T thought 1 had ar- 


ranged every thing admirably well---T was as happy as 

a king---I had relieved my conſcience'af a burden, and 

was recovering my breath, then comes this fellow and 

rolls another great ſtone in the path over which I muſt 

ſtumble. Well, well, friend Conſcience, God be 

thanked, thou and I are friends again.---Hey ! how's 

this? What am I to underſtand : Thou art Ment 
or rather ſeemeſt to murmur a little ! | | 


SCENE VI. Ester the Pasror. 


Baron, You are come in happy time, my friend, 
my conſcience and I have commenced a ſuit, and fuch 
ſuits properly belong to your juriſdiction. 

© Paſtor, Your conſcience is in the right. 
| | Baron. 


* 
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Baron, Hey, hey, Mr. Judge, not ſo partial if you 
pleaſe !---you know not what the queſtion s. 

Paſtor. Conſcience is always in the right, for i it ne- 
ver ſpeaks but when it is in the right. | 

Baron. Well, — but I am not yet certain whether it 
ſpeaks, or is ſilent ; only in ſuch caſes perſons of your 
profeſſion have quicker cars than our own. Liſten 

then, a few words will ſtate the caſe. have found 
my ſon, (Clapping his hand on bis ſboulder) a fine, no- 
ble youth, good Paſtor ! full of fire as a Frenchman, 
proud as an Engliſhman, and full of honour as a Ger- 
man.---Be this as it may, I mean to remove the o 
probrium of his illegitimacy. Am I not right in 10 
this? 

Paſtor, Perfectly right 
Baron. And his mother ſhall, in her old age, lead 

an affluent and happy life. I will give her my eſtate 
of Wellendorf, there may ſhe live, ſorm it according 
to her taſte, live again in her ſon, and in her grand- 
children—-Am I not right 3 in this? 

Paſtor. No. 


rg (Standin ing back. ) No What then ould 1 I 
Paſtor. I ber! 0; 


Baron, N 23 
©, Paſtor, Baron (10 is a man 4 does not 
act without reaſon.—1 ſtand here as the advocate of 
your conſcience, and requeſt to know upon what 
grounds you.nowproceed—-and I will anſwer * | 
aron. Would you have me marry a beg ggar?, 
2 (after a pauſe,)}"Is that all? 
Baron {confuſed.) 0,--I have further grounds 
---much further! 
Paſtor. May I 0 know them? 
Baron. (40 much confuſed.) I am a Nama 
Paſtor. What more? 
Baron. People will point their * at me. 
Pafſlor. Proceed. 
Baron. My relations will look aſkance at we, 
ghar. Well, 
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Baron. And---and—(very haſtily) plague take it, 
I can recolle& nothing more! | 
Paſtor. Now, then, it is my turn to ſpeak 
before I begin, let me put a few queſtions to you: 


Did Wilhelmina, through coquetry, lay herſelf open 


to ſeduction. 
Baron. No, no, ſhe was always a modeſt, prudent 


irl. 


virtue. 
Baron. ( ſhortly.) Yes. 


Paſtor. Did you not promiſe her marriage ? (the + 


Baron heſitates, the Paſtor aſks again more earneſily.) 
Did you not promiſe her marriage? 
Baron. Yes. 
Haſtor. And called God to witneſs your promiſe ? 
Baron. Ves. Fob; | 
Paſtor. And pledged your honour for its perform- 
ance ? . f 
Baron. (impatiently.) The devil — Ves! 


Paſtor. Well then, my Lord, — God was your 
witneſs— God, who ſaw you at that moment, and 
who ſees you now.—Your honour was your pledge, 


which you muſt now redeem, if you are indeed a man 
of honour. I now ſtand before you, impreſſed with 
the dignity of my ſublime vocation, and dare ſpeak to 


you as to the loweſt of your peaſants; my duty re- 
quires it, agd I will fulfil my duty, even at the hazard 


of your friendſhip. Did you, as  thoughtleſs youth, 
who lives only for the preſent moment, ſeduce an in- 
nocent girl without thinking on the conſequences ; but, 
in maturer years, repenting of your youthful follies, 
have you to the utmoſt of your power repaired your 
faults, then are you indeed a man deſerving the eſteem 
of the honeſt and the virtuous. But — has the volup- 
tuous youth, through wicked ſnares, involved a guilt- 


leſs creature in miſery, and deprived a maiden of her 


virtue, her happineſs, to ſatisfy the paſſion of a mo- 
ment ?, Did he pledge his word of honour in intoxica- 
tion, and offer up his conſcience as a facrifice to his 


deſires, and believes he that all is te be atoned for by a 
Eau i? handful 


But 


Paſtor. Did it coſt you much trouble to ſubdue her 


| 
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handful of gold, of which chance alone makes him the 
poſſeſſor. Oh, does not ſuch an one deſerre Pardon 
my. warmth, my lord ! it might injure a good cauſe, 
were it not here molt natural. Farewell the good old 
days of chivalry. The virtues of our anceſtors, their 
high ſenſe of honour, their reverence for female delica- 
cy, are buried in one common grave; nothing now 
remains but the moſt trivial or the worſt part, their 
titles, and their ſingle combats. A victory over in- 
nocence is in theſe days a deed of heroiſm, of which 
the conqueror vaunts over his bottle, while the poor 
object of ſeduction, drowned in her tears, curſes the 
murderer of her honour. and peace of mind, and per- 
haps harbours the, horrid thought of being the wur- 
derer of the infant ſhe bears, I repeat, then, my 
Lord, that you ought to keep your word, even tho' 
you were a prince ! A prince may indeed be releaſed 
by the ſtate from its performance, but never can be 
acquitted by his own eonſcience Have you not rea- 
ſon then to thank God, that you are not a prince? that 
it is in your power to purchaſe repoſe of heart, that 
higheſt of all treaſures, at ſo cheap a price? The re- 
ſolution to marry Wilhelmina is not even a merit, for 
this union will increaſe your own happineſs. Tis 
pity indeed that it coſts you no ſacrifice, that your 
Whole fortune is not at ſtake; then might you well 
come forth, and ſay, do I not aF®nobly ? I marry 
Wilhelmina! But now, ſinoe Wilhelmina brings you 
ſuch a dawry, greater than any prinecſs could beſtow 
 —repoſec "gd conſcience, aud a ſon ſo worthy of 
your affection.— Now may,you- exclaim with me, 
. wiſh me joy, my friend I marry Wilhelmina! 
Baron. (During this ſpeech be bas 2 


_ agitated, now walking backwards and forwards, then 


paufing——one , momend te/lifying indignation, the next the 
; 0 Meding emotians—at length when the Paſtor has 
dane ſpeaking, he approaches him with. open arms, preſſe 


Jo 


e 

Him to bis boſom, and.exelaims) My Friend, wiſh me 
„ Lay Wilhelmina |! ! - * 

Tur. , (returning bis. embrace.) I do wiſh you 
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Baron. Where i is ſhe ?—have you ſeen her ? 


Paſtor. She is in your ſtudy. To avoid obferva- 
tion I conducted her in through the garden. 

Baron. Well then, this ſhall be the weddiag day ! 
Tou, my Friend, ſhalt. Zire us your bleſſing this 
very eveni 

Hor. G. no! not fo baſtily—not ſo privately.--- 
The whole village was witneſs to Wilhelmina's ſhame 
—it muſt alſo be witneſs to the reſtoration of her ho- 
nour. Three Sundays ſucceſſively muſt the bans be 
publiſhed ;* are you content that it ſhall be ſo? . 

ron. I am content. 
Paſtor. And then will we ſotemaize a hath gup- 


tial feaſl, and the whole fa ſhall unite in 8 on 


the occalion; Are you ſatisfiedꝰ 
Baron. Perfectly. : 
Paſtor. Is the tit” naw decided —5 your on- 
. eaſy? 
Baron. Completely ſo-I wiſh only that the firlt in- 
terview were over. I feel the ſame ſhame in appearing 
before her whom I have injured, as a thief before the 
man he has robbed. 
Paſtor, Be calm f Wilhelmina” s heart is your 


judge 
: 3 And then Wherefore ſhonld I not confeſs 
it ? prejudices are like old wounds l when the weather 
changes they ſtill -ſmart,---T---L. cannot help feeling 
ſomewhat aſhamed, when I chink that all muſt be 
known to my daughter---to the count—-to all my do- 


© meſtics, I would it were already over--till it is, I 
will not ſee Wilhelmina, that when we meet, nothin 


may remain but joy. but tranſport !--Frank ! (cal 

to a Aubtſman <oho, enters) Where are my EF 

and che count ? 

Huntſman, In the di ining room, my lord. 

Baron. Defire them to come hither. [Exit Hunt 
Remain here with me, good Paſtor ! that the 

coxcomb with his privy-chamber airs, may not diſcon- 

cert me. I ſhall ut gm mind to him clearly and 


conciſely, and wy that is Kone. let his horſes be put 


to the carriage, and he may $6 with bis pommad to : 
the devil, 
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| SCENE VII.--Enter Anz and the Covunr. 
Count. Nous voila d vas ordres, mon Colonel ! we 
have taken a moſt delicieuſe promenade. Wildenhain 
18 an earthly paradiſe, and poſſeſſes an Eve, who re- 
ſembles the mother of all mankind--only i / manguoit un 


Adam, who might take with extaſies from her hand 
even the apple of death itſelf - But now he is found, 


cet Adam ! he is found ! ! 
Baron. Who is found — Frederick, but not 
Adam. 


Count. F rederick Who is this Frederick? 
Baron. My ſon !1-—my only ſos ! 
Count. Comment? Your Lordſhip's ſon >." Mon 
Pere informed me that you had only this daughter. 
Baron. Your Pere could not know that I had a ſon, 


for I knew it myſelf but a few miautes ago. 


Count. Vous parlez des enigmes. 

Baron. In ſhort, the young man who attacked us on 
the highway r may remember it well, as 
you ran away fo. 

3 Count, I have a | confuſed remembrance. of it. 
ut 
Baron. Well, he is my ſon ! 

Count. He ?—but how i is it poſſible to believe this ? 

Baron. Yes he! (afide to the Paſtor) Speak for me, 

T am aſhamed before that coxcomb. 

Paſtor. A * like you abaſhed before ſuch an 
animal | 

Baron. He is my natural ſon.---But what of that--- 
before the expiration of many weeks, I ſhall his 
mother, and whoever ſhall dare to ſneer at it, ſhall be 
properly chaſtiſed. Yes, yes, Amelia, look” up my | 
child, you have found a brother. | | 
Amelia. (with ecftacy) Are you not joking ? may I 
believe 1 it ? | 

Count. And ma one aſk the name of his mother? | 
4 ſhe "Se 3 | 

aron. She is good Paſtor, tell him what ſhe is! 

_ Paſtor. A beggar, _ 


- _ hand, Vous ladines. ! 
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Paſtor. Her name, if you wiſh to know i it, Wil- 
helmina Boettcher, 

Lone Von Böettcher? I never heard of the fa- 
mily. 

Baron, She belongs to the famil of honeſt le, 
and that is a damn'd ſmall one. r th 

Count. Quite a Męſalliance then? | 

Paſtor, Generofity and integrity, unite themſelves 
with love and conſtancy.--Call that a Meſalliance if 
you pleaſe. | 

Count, It mult be acknowledged, that one ought to 
be un Oedipe, in order to develope all theſe. riddles. — 
Un fili naturel! à la bonne heure, mon Colonel !--Why 
1 have two, There muſt be moments in a man's life, 
when if a pretty girl fall in his way - ſucu things hap- 
pen every day. But mon dieu! one never troubles 
one's head with ſuch beings-—unleſs to put them to 
ſome trade perhaps, and ſo make them uſeful in the 
world. Mine are both to be made friſcurs. 

Baron. And mine ſhall be a nobleman---and inherit 
the eſtates of Wildenham and Wellendorf, 

Count. Me voila lupeſſtit !---Moſt charming oung 
lady, I muſt plead your cauſe they are au point de bout 
ecraſer, 

Amelia, Do not give yourſelf that trouble. 

Count. La fille unique !--- L' unique hereticre. 

Amelia. Il me reſte * de mon pere! 

Baron. Bravo, Amelia !---bravo !---Come hither, 
and let me give you a kiſs ! (Amelia. flies into his arms) 
Count, you will do me, a favour, if you will take your- 
ſelf away. A ſcene may, perhaps, paſs here, from 
which you will derive no ſatisfaction. | | 
Count. De tout mon ceur !---At preſent, if I mit- 
take not, we have clair de lune, aud I ſhall be enabled 

this very evening to return into the town. 

Baton. As you pleaſe. 

Count. A dire vrai, mon Colonel ! T came not hi- 
ther to ſeek a voleur de grand chemin as brother. in- lav, 


nor a Gueuſe as a ſtep-mother, Henri] Henri! 
Slips ou. 
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Baron. (Sin claſping Arielia a in his arms) Ah, 1 
breathe more freely !--- And now a word with you, my 
Amelia Twenty years ag, your father was guilty 
of a lapſe---ſeduced a poor girl, and gave exiltence to 
a child, who till this day has wandered about the world 
in meauneſs and f poverty. The iretaftants] has preſſed 
upon my mind like a rock of gratiite--You may remem- 
ber bow many an evening I have ſpent in placed and 
deep dejetion—with my eyes fixed as I ſat in my arm- 
chair Gag my pipe---not hearing you when yon 
ſpoke, not ſmiling when you careſſed me then was it 
=> 4 conſcience tpbraided me---that all my wealth, 

„ hor even my child, could procure me 

Ds re] poſe poſe which. a n alone can feel. Now 

1 have found both wife and ſon ; and this worthy man 

| (pointing to the Paſtor) as well as this (pointing to his 

cart) both tell me *tis my duty publicly to acknow- 
ledge them as ſuch. - What think you? 

Amelia. (careſſing hi m) 0 My father need not aſk that. 

Baron. Will not the loſs you mult experience, coſt 


5 you one ligh ? ilt a father's repoſe pay you for all ? 4 


Amelia. Wh loſs ? 
Baron. You were conſidered as my only heireſs; 
Amelia. (tenderly reproving him) Oh my Ar 
Baron, Youlloſe two fine eſtates. '- 

FS But a Brother's love will amply. repay 
em, 


1 Ad mine | {prog her cagerl to his bo- 


Paſtor, (burning 44 Oh not mine alſo! 
Baron ( the FA hey not for a victory 


over one prejudiec, I have to thank you ! for a vic- 
tory over a ſecond, I muſt thank myſelf IA man 
like you, the teacher, and the image of virtue, raiſes 
his vs ns eſſion to one of the nobleſt that the world can 

Were all your brethren like yourſelf, ehriſtia- 
aity mi 1 well be proud of them !---you are a vo 
nN am only a Nobleman---or, if I am now likely 
to become more, it is to you I ſhall be indebted for 
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Amelia, will you pay for me? (Amelia looks at her ſa- 
ther doubifully for a jew moments, then lets fall her hands, 
turns to the Paſtor, and flies into his arms.) 


the change. I am indeed very much your debtor 


Paſtor. (in the utmoſt gſtoniſbment.) My God !—my | 


Lord Baron ! | 

Baron. Silence, filence ! Not a word. 

Amelia. (kiſſing bim) Silence! filence ! You, indeed, 
love me! (The Paſtor looſens himſelf from her arms, 


burſts into tears, attempts to ſpeal, but is unable---he goes 


up to the Baron, takes his hand, and is about prefſing-it 
to his mouth, when the Baron withdranvs his hand, and 
 prefſes him in his arms.) 8 


Amelia. Oh, I am ſo beppy } 


Baron. (withdrawing his arms from the Paſtor.) BY 


Enough, enough 1---Oh, I could cry bke a child !-— 
Suffer me, ſuffer me to * compoſe | myſelf a few mo- 
ments---I have yet another ſcene to come, more heart- 
affecting than even this Now, deareſt ſon, in a few 


minutes all ſhall be accompliſhed, and the laſt rays of 


the declining ſun ſhall beam upon the happieſt grou 
in Nature's wide-extended, kingdom. Wbere is Wil. 
helmina ? 

Paflor. I will fetch her. 

Baron, Stop !---my mind is agitated ! my heart ſo» 


throbs one moment to recover myſelf. ( He walks 


backwards and forwards, breathes with difficulty, and 


caſts his eyes frequently towards the door of the adjoining 
room.) That way will ſhe come—that was my mo- 
ther's chamber—tllence have I often ſeen her come 
have fealted on her ſweet ſmile--how can I bear now 
to ſee her ſorrow- worn countenance Frederick muft 
plead for me---Where is my Frederick q (zalls) 
rank ! (Huntſman enters.) Where is my ſon ? 
Huntſman, In his room. 


Baron. Deſire him to come hither 1 (to the Paſtor.) 


Now !---my heart beats eagerly ! Haſte ! Haſte !--- 


conduct her in! (The Paſtor goes out of the fide door---. 
the Baron turns towards it, bat ftarts. back ſome ſlept, 


while all his features betray the greateſt agitation.) | 
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1 THE NATURAL SON ; Ke. 
SCENE IX. Ener the Pas Toa, conducinę Wii 


HELMINA---the Baron catches her ſpiecbleſe in his arms 
Fg a rag The Baron and Pas roa place 
4 chair; the Baron Bnels before ber, with 
oe or cron bod wag, and ber band profeil i the 
61 ; 


Baron. Wilhelmina ! 3 you not my voice? 


Wilhel. (tenderly and faintly) Wildenhain; 


Barom Can you forgive me? 


4 Withel. I forgive you! 
Fred. 43 Wo ) My mother's voice - Oh, 
mother !..-father ! (He throws himſelf on his Inecs by 


the other fide of his mother-—-ſhe bende tenderly over both 
the Paſtor flands with his eyes gratefully turned towards 
heaven--+ Amelia leans” on 4 "rs 1A \ the 


tears from her eyes, - 


yy 


"END OF THE FLAY. 
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Korznun ranks equally high in the liſt of 
German literati, conſidered both as a. dramatic 
writer, and as a writer of novels and romances. 
In the former line he is juſtly allowed to be on 
a par with Schiller, Ifland, Beck, Schröder, 
Wieland, Göthe, and Klopſtock, among. living 
authors; and Leſſing and even Senn. eng 


He is a native of Weimar in Saxony, a ſmall 
but highly-poliſhed city, which has frequently 
been called . Paris in miniature.” Here he 
cultivated an early acquaintance with the Muſes, 
8 10777 meer f attention to che dramatic per- 
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a part of the materials contained in it, to a paper in 
the Monthly, Magazine for Auguſt laſt, 


the deceaſed ones. IL * 
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formances of that place, then in eminent repute, 
on account of the refined taſte and correct judg- 
ment of the actors and audience. KoTzEBUE's 
decided predilection for the drama, in theory as 
well as in practice, is obvious from ſeveral paſ- 
ſages alluding to this ſubject, in his on works. 
Vet, it is certain that he never condeſcended to 
perform on a public ſtage ; and that all his at- 
tempts as an actor were confined to private 
theatres, eſtabliſhed among ſelect parties of lite- 
rary friends. Thus he obtained the double ad- 
vantage of indulging himſelf in his favourite 
amuſement, and at the ſame time of performing 
dramatic pieces of his own compoſition, and de- 
ciding on their merits, in a contracted circle of 


candid diſcerning critics, before he ventured to 


preſent them to the public. 

' KoTzrBUE was educated for the law, which bs 
practiſed for a conſiderable number of years, in 
various eminent ſtations, till he was appointed 


preſident of the high college of Juſtice in the 


Ruſhan province of Livonia. At Revel, in this 
province, he appears, in conjunction with other 
friends, to have eſtabliſhed a private theatre, at 
which ſome of his own pieces were firſt perform- 
ed, that before us being of the number. Here 
alſo he wrote the greater number of his dramatic 
works, as well as his miſcellaneous compoſitions 
in the department of the Belles Lettre. His nu- 
merous performances-are the more . 

* his 
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his leiſure time, till lately, muſt have been res 


markably ſhort, on account of the multiplicity. 


and importance of his other avocations, which're- 
quired the whole of his attention, while he held 


the diſtinguiſhed office hefore-mentioned. For- 


tunately, however, for the Muſes, and particularly 
thoſe of the German ftage, he met withanumber 
of invidious opponents in Livonia, who magni- 


fied every triſling foible of his private conduct 


into a crime of the firſt magnitude, and perſecuted 
him with ſuch unrelenting malignity, that he 
thought proper to retire from this ſplendid office 


of ſtate, and to devote the remainder of his life 


to the fervice of a more grateful public. Hente 
he betook himſelf entirely to literary purſuits, and 
having left the Ruſſian dominions he repaired to 
the court of Vienna, where he readily obtained 
the appointment of © Dramatift io the Imperial 
theatre.” Tt is unneceſſary to detail here the 
complicated intrigues carried on under the late 
Empreſs of Ruſſia in every province of her ex- 
tenſive empite; and the frequent perſecutions 
which foreigners promoted to office ſuſtained from 
the ſemi-batbarous natives. Let it ſuffice to ob- 
ſerve, that they too often ſucceeded in their ne- 
fartous deſigns againft thoſe aliens, whom they 
hated both on account of their ſuperior talents, 
and their abhorrence of Ruſſian ſloth and drunk» 
enneſs.  KoTzEBUE was one of the many objects 
of perſecution in Ruſſia, although his moral cha- 
þ | racter 


1 * : 
r 


23 


196 SKETCH OF Tur LIFE | 

racer muſt have been  uriexceptionable ; 3 as it is 
not probable. that the Emperor 'of Germany 
would otherwiſe have n A to be his 
dramatic poet.“ . 

The merits of this writer inthe We 010 of the 
drama are not unknown in this country, as ſome 
of his productions in that line have been tranſ- 
| lated into the Engliſh language. But from the 
metamorphoſed ſtate in which German tranſla- 
tions generally appear before the Engliſh public, 
it is not an eaſy matter to aſcertain the due and 
relative:merits of either author or tranſlator. Of 
about thirty dramatic pieces of yarious merit; 
publiſhed by KorzeBus, we know of only five 
which have yet appeared in an Engliſh tranſla- 
tion - Miſanthrophy and Repentance“ . The 


Negro flaves“ —“ Count Benjowſky”—* The 


Indians in England“ —and 5 The Natural Son.“ 
The firſt of theſe, under the title of“ The 
Stranger,” was performed with great applauſe 
(though in a very mutilated condition) at Drury- 
Lane Theatre laſt winter, and for a conſiderable 
part of the ſeaſon attradted brilliant and crowded 
audiences: The latter, under the title of © Lover's 
Vows,” promiſes to be an equally great favourite 
at Covent-Garden Theaters e the enſuing 
Wr. 

The ſucceſs of theſe pieces holtls forth great 
encouragement to tranſlate others of KoTzenur's 
dramatic works, which would doubtleſs prove 
| equally 
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"x 
equally intereſting to an Engliſh audience. That 
more of theſe admirable productions have not 
hitherto been brought forward to public notice, 
may be aſcribed partly to the great difference 
which has been ſuppoſed to ſubſiſt between the . 
national taſte and manners of the Engliſh and 
thoſe of the Germans, particularly with regard 
fo their dramatic compoſitions; and partly to a 
certain air of fingularity in the writings of 
KorzEgux, which characteriſes and diſtinguiſhes 
his productions from thoſe of all other modern 
writers. But the experiment has been made, and 
the event has proved this idea ta be unfounded. 

KoTzeBvue's knowledge of the human heart, 
and its ſecret meanders is unqueſtionably great; 
he has not only made the prevailing manners, 
oddities, and vices of the age, but alſo man him- 
ſelf, as influenced by a variety of ardent paſſions, 
the object of the minuteſt reſearch. Few writers 
have ever attained to his excellence in delineat- 
ing whimſical and impaſſioned characters; and 
in ſcenes drawn from ꝓrivate and domeſtic life, 
he eminently-excels his cotemporary rivals both 
in the unaffected delicacy of the ſentiments he 
conveys, and the freedom and preciſion with 
which he introduces them. His language, if not 
remarkably brilliant, is yet generally correct, and 
dignified ; his comic ſcenes abound with genuine 
wit and humour, untinctured with the vulgarity 
7 which writers in that line are too apt to de- 
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viate; FAT: his katie ſcenes are no leſs dit. 
tinguiſhed for thoſe. delicate touches of nature 


Which appeal in the moſt forcible manner to the 
heart. His plans are formed with great art, and 


developed for the moſt part_in an unexpected, 


1 10 probable and ſucceſsful manner, 


With reſpodt- to the rranſaQtions in Kerrr- 


Buy's life, a few circumſtances only have tranſ- 
pired to public notice, It is known, that in his 


youth he was a favourite pupil of the late pro- 
feſſor Muſzus 5. of Wei eimar, under whoſe care 


and tuition he was educated ; that he left the 
; Ruſſian dominions chiefly on account of his 
celebrated work above - noticed, called The 


Life of Count Benjowſky,” which contained 
many private anecdotes relative to the cruelties 


practiſed by order of the late Empreſs of Ruſſia; 


and, ſoon after his arrival at Vienna, he was 

| appointed Imperial dramatiſt, in which ſituation, 

at preſent, his merits and talents meet with that 
reward and degree of public eſteem, which he 

| r galerves....,..- _ 4 


1 The name 2:20 a6 is never. met 
but with pleaſure and reſpect- „ Hie 
, Popular Tales of the Germans” pere tranſisted in- 


to Engliſh, about 1 or eight years ſinge; and al- 


though tlie 5 and humour of Muſæus's ſpirit 
are pot fully into the-tranſlation, yet every 
cenadid reader muſt allow that he work poſſeſſes un- 


common merit, and will conſider it as an unple telti- 
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